


&t&6
tei^tec-

i^ 8Bffitf2iTO*

^^^fe^fe^J
i^c ^ ^

; I
'- -u^2KS)BW^S -i^fl'^



<,~ ^;*TOffitti,woif

1











[FRONTISPIECE]

'You love me? she saidgently and stopped. 'Marry me!'" p. 83



MISS OR MRS.?

AND OTHER STORIES IN OUTLINE

BY

W1LKIE COLLINS
AUTHOR OF "THE WOMAN IN WHITE," "THE MOONSTONE," ETC.

A NEW EDITION
WITH SIX ILLUSTRATIONS BY S. L. FILDES AND HENRY WOODS

Koitfeon

CHATTO & WINDUS, PICCADILLY
1894



9434.2



to

BAEON VON TAUCHN1TZ,
In cordial remembrance of

My relations with kirn as Publisher and Friend.

IN their original form of publication, the storiea

contained in this volume were restricted within

limits which alike precluded elaborate development

of character and subtle handling of events. They

are emphatically what I have called them on the

title-page Stories in Outline. As such, they take

their modest place in the Gallery of Fiction. They

have their attraction for the writer, as special

studies in his Art
;
and their attraction for the

reader, as narratives which endeavour to interest

him without making large demands on his atten-

tion and his time.

The first story in the present series originally

appeared in the Christmas Number of the Graphic

Uustrated Newspaper, lor 1871.
" Miss or Mrs.?"
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was fortunate enough to find its way at once to th&

favour of an unusually large circle of readers. In

England and the English Colonies, in the United

States, and on the Continent of Europe, I have to

thank the public kindness, on this occasion, for the

same hearty welcome.

Of the shorter stories which follow,
" Blow up

with the Brig" and "The Fatal Cradle" were con-

tributed to the Christinas Numbers of All the

Year Round, for 1859 and 1861. Trifles as they

are, they were both favourites with the kindest

reader my works have ever had my dear lost

friend, Charles Dickens.

The last story in the collection belongs to a

later date. It was published, in England and

America simultaneously, during the year 1874

under the title of " Fatal Fortune." Appearing as

it does, in the present Volume, immediately after

" The Fatal Cradle," it has been thought desirable,

for variety's sake, to alter the title
;
and the little

story is now renamed : "A MAD MARRIAGE."

W. C.

London, April, 1874.
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FIRST SCENE.

AT SEA.

THE night had come to an end. The new-horn day

waited for its quickening light in the silence that

is never known on land the silence before sun-

rise, in a calm at sea.

Not a breath came from the dead air. Not a

ripple stirred on the motionless water. Nothing

changed, but the softly-growing light ; nothing

moved but the lazy mist, curling up to meet the

sun, its master, on the eastward sea. By fine

gradations, the airy veil of morning thinned in

substance as it rose thinned, till there dawned

through it in the first rays of sunlight the tall

white sails of a Schooner Yacht.

From stem to stern silence possessed the vessel

as silence possessed the sea.

12
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But one living creature was on deck the man

at the helm, dozing peaceably with his arm over

the useless tiller. Minute by minute the light

grew, and the heat grew with it; and still the

helmsman slumbered, the heavy sails hung noise

less, the quiet water lay sleeping against the ves

sel's sides. The whole orb of the sun was visible

above the water-line, when the first sound pierced

its way through the morning silence. From far

off over the shining white ocean, the cry of a sea-

bird reached the yacht on a sudden out of the last

airy circles of the waning mist.

The sleeper at the helm woke
;
looked up at the

idle sails, and yawned in sympathy with them;

looked out at the sea on either side of him, and

shook his head obstinately at the superior obstinacy

of the calm.

"
Blow, my little breeze !" said the man, whist-

ling the sailor's invocation to the wind softly be-

tween his teeth.
"
Blow, my little breeze !"

" How's her head ?" cried a bold and brassy

voice, hailing the deck from the cabin staircase.

"Anywhere you like, master; all round the

compass."
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The voice was followed by the man. The owner

of the yacht appeared on deck.

Behold Richard Turlington, Esq., of the great

Levant firm of Pizzituti, Turlington, and Branca !

Aged eight-and-thirty ; standing stiffly and stur-

dily at a height of not more than five feet six

Mr. Turlington presented to the view of his fellow-

creatures a face of the perpendicular order of

human architecture. His forehead was a straight

line, his upper lip was another, his chin was the

straightest and the longest line of all As he

turned his swarthy countenance eastward, and

shaded his light grey eyes from the sun, his knotty

hand plainly revealed that it had got him his living

by its own labour at one time or another in his

life.

Taken on the whole, this was a man whom

it might be easy to respect, but whom it would be

hard to love. Better company at the official desk

than at the social table. Morally and physically,

if the expression may be permitted a man with-

out a bend in him.

" A calm yesterday," grumbled Richard Turling-

ton, looking with stubborn deliberation all round
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him.
" And a calm to-day. Ha ! next season

I'll have the vessel fitted with engines. I hate

this!"

"Think of the filthy coals, and the infernal

vibration, and leave your beautiful schooner as she

is. We are out for a holiday. Let the wind and

the sea take a holiday too."

Pronouncing those words of remonstrance, a

slim, nimble, curly-headed young gentleman joined

Richard Turlington on deck, with his clothes under

his arm, his towels in his hand, and nothing on

him but the night-gown in which he had stepped

out of his bed.

"Launcelot Linzie, you have been received on

board my vessel in the capacity of medical atten-

dant on Miss Natalie Graybrooke, at her father's

request. Keep your place, if you please. When I

want your advice, I'll ask you for it." Answering

in those terms, the elder man fixed his colourless

grey eyes on the younger with an expression

which added plainly: "There won't be room

enough in this schooner much longer for me and

for you."

Launcelot Linzie had his reasons (apparently) for



AT SEA. 7

declining to let his host offend him, on any terms

whatever.

" Thank you !" he rejoined, in a tone of satirical

good-humour.
"
It isn't easy to keep my place on

board your vessel. I can't help presuming to

enjoy myself as if I was the owner. The life is

such a new one to me! It's so delightfully easy,

for instance, to wash yourself here. On shore it's

a complicated question of jugs and basins and

tubs; one is always in danger of breaking some-

thing or spoiling something. Here you have only

to jump out of bed, to run up on deck, and to do

this !"

He turned, and scampered to the bows of the

vessel. In one instant he was out of his night-

gown, in another he was on the bulwark, in a

third he was gambolling luxuriously in sixty

fathoms of salt water.

Turlington's eyes followed him with a reluctant

uneasy attention as he swam round the vessel, the

only moving object in view. Turlington's mind,

steady and slow in all its operations, set him a

problem to be solved, on given conditions, as fol

lows :
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" Launcelot Linzie is fifteen years younger than

I am. Add to that, Launcelot Linzie is Natalie

Graybrooke's cousin. Given those two advantages

Query : Has he taken Natalie's fancy ?"

Turning that question slowly over and over in

his mind, Richard Turlington seated himself in a

corner at the stern of the vessel. He was still at

work on the problem, when the young surgeon re-

turned to his cabin to put the finishing touches to

his toilet. He had not reached the solution when

the steward appeared an hour later and said,

" Breakfast is ready, sir !"

They were a party of five round the cabin table.

First, Sir Joseph Graybrooke. Inheritor of a

handsome fortune made by his father and his

grandfather in trade. Mayor, twice elected, of a

thriving provincial town. Officially privileged, while

holding that dignity, to hand a silver trowel to a

royal personage condescending to lay a first stone

of a charitable edifice. Knighted accordingly, in

honour of the occasion. Worthy of the honour

and worthy of the occasion. A type of his emi-

nently respectable class. Possessed of an amiable

iosy face, and soft silky white hair. Sound in his
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principles ; tidy in his dress
;
blest with moderate

politics and a good digestion a harmless, healthy,

spruce, speckless, weak-minded old man.

Secondly, Miss Lavinia Graybrooke, Sir Joseph's

maiden sister. Personally, Sir Joseph in petti-

coats. If you knew one you knew the other.

Thirdly, Miss Natalie Graybrooke Sir Joseph's

only child.

She had inherited the personal appearance and

the temperament of her mother dead many years

since. There had been a mixture of Negro blood

and French blood in the late Lady Graybrooke's

family, settled originally in Martinique. Natalie

had her mother's warm dusky colour, her mother's

superb black hair, and her mother's melting lazy

lovely brown eyes. At fifteen years of age (dating

from her last birthday) she possessed the develop-

ment of the bosom and limbs, which in England is

rarely attained before twenty. Everything about

the girl except her little rosy ears was on a

grand Amazonian scale. Her shapely hand was

long and large ;
her supple waist was the waist of

a woman. The indolent grace of all her move-

ments had its motive power in an almost masculine
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firmness of action, and profusion of physical re-

source. This remarkable bodily development was

far from being accompanied by any corresponding

development of character. Natalie's manner was

the gentle innocent manner of a young girl. She

had her father's sweet temper engrafted on her

mother's variable Southern nature. She moved

like a goddess, and she laughed like a child. Signs

of maturing too rapidly of outgrowing her

strength, as the phrase went had made their

appearance in Sir Joseph's daughter during the

spring. The family doctor had suggested a sea-

voyage, as a wise manner of employing the fine

summer months. Richard Turlington's yacht was

placed at her disposal with Eichard Turlington

himself included as one of the fixtures of the

vesseL With her father and her aunt to keep up

round her the atmosphere of home with cousin

Launcelot (more commonly known as
" Launce ")

to carry out, if necessary, the medical treatment

prescribed by superior authority on shore the

lovely invalid embarked on her summer cruise,

and sprang up into a new existence in the life-

giving breezes of the sea. After two ha.ppy
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months of lazy coasting round the shores of Eng-

land, all that remained of Natalie's illness was

represented by a delicious langour in her eyes,

and an utter inability to devote herself to any-

thing which took the shape of a serious occupa-

tion. As she sat at the cabin breakfast-table that

morning, in her quaintly-made sailing dress of old-

fashioned nankeen her inbred childishness of

manner contrasting delightfully with the blooming

maturity of her form the man must have been

trebly armed indeed in the modern philosophy

who could have denied that the first of a woman's

rights is the right of being beautiful
;
and the fore-

most of a woman's merits, the merit of being young!

The other two persons present at the table, were

the two gentlemen who have already appeared on

the deck of the yacht.

"Not a breath of wind stirring!" said Richard

Turlington. "The weather has got a grudge

against us. We have drifted about four or five

miles in the last eight-and-forty hours. You will

uever take another cruise with me you must fee

longing to get on shore."

He addressed himself to Natalie : plainly eager
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to make himself agreeable to the young lady and

plainly unsuccessful in producing any impression

on her. She made a civil answer
;
and looked at

her tea-cup, instead of looking at Kichard Turling-

ton.

" You might fancy yourself on shore at this mo-

ment," said Launce. " The vessel is as steady as

a house, and the swing-table we are eating our

breakfast on is as even as your dining-room table

at home."

He too addressed himself to Natalie butwithout

betraying the anxiety to please her which had been

shown by the other. For all that, he diverted the

girl's attention from her tea-cup; and his idea

instantly awakened a responsive idea in Natalie's

mind.

"
It will be so strange on shore," she said,

"
to

find myself in a room that never turns on one side,

and to sit at a table that never tilts down to my
knees at one time, or rises up to my chin at another.

How I shall miss the wash of the water at my ear,

and the ring of the bell on deck, when I am awake

at night on land ! No interest there in how the

wind blows, or how the sails are set. No asking
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your way of the sun, when you are lost, with a

little brass instrument and a morsel of pencil and

paper. No delightful wandering wherever the

wind takes you, without the worry of planning

beforehand where you are to go. Oh, how I shall

miss the dear changeable inconstant sea! And

how sorry I am I'm not a man and a sailor !"

This to the guest, admitted on board on suffer-

ance and not one word of it addressed, even by

chance, to the owner of the yacht !

Richard Turlington's heavy eyebrows contracted

with an unmistakable expression of pain.

"
If this calm weather holds," he went on,

addressing himself to Sir Joseph,
"
I am afraid,

Graybrooke, I shall not be able to bring you back

to the port we sailed from, by the end of the

week."

" Whenever you like, Eichard," answered the old

gentleman, resignedly.
"
Any time will do for

me."

"Any time within reasonable limits, Joseph,"

said Miss Lavinia evidently feeling that her bro-

ther was conceding too much. She spoke with

Sir Joseph's amiable smile and Sir Joseph's softly-
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pitched voice. Two twin babies could hardly have

been more like one another.

While these few words were being exchanged

among the elders, a private communication was in

course of progress between the two young people,

under the cabin table. Natalie's smartly-slippered

foot felt its way cautiously inch by inch over the

carpet till it touched Launce's boot. Launce, de-

vouring his breakfast, instantly looked up from his

plate and then, at a second touch from Natalie,

looked down again in a violent hurry. After

pausing to make sure that she was not noticed,

Natalie took up her knife. Under a perfectly-

acted pretence of toying with it absently, in the

character of a young lady absorbed in thought, she

began dividing a morsel of ham left on the edge

of her plate, into six tiny pieces. Launce's eye

looked in sidelong expectation at the divided and

subdivided ham. He was evidently waiting to see

the collection of morsels put to some telegraphic

use, previously determined on between his neigh-

bour and himself.

In the meanwhile the talk proceeded among the

other persons at the breakfast-table. Miss Lavinia

addressed herself to Launce.
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'' Do you know, you careless boy, you gave me a

(right this morning? I was sleeping with my
cabin-window open, and I was awoke by an awful

splash in the water. I called for the stewardess.

I declare I thought somebody had fallen over-

board !"

Sir Joseph looked up briskly ;
his sister had ac-

cidentally touched on an old association.

"
Talking of falling overboard," be began,

"
re-

minds me of an extraordinary adventure
"

There Launce broke in, making his apologies.

"
It shan't occur again, Miss Lavinia," he said.

" To-morrow morning I'll oil myself all over, and

slip into the water as silently as a seal."

" Of an extraordinary adventure," persisted Sir

Joseph,
" which happened to me some years ago,

when I was a younger man. Lavinia ?"

He stopped, and looked interrogatively at his

sister. Miss Graybrooke nodded her head respon-

sively, and settled herself in her chair, as if sum-

moning her attention in anticipation of a coming

demand on it. To persons well acquainted with

the brother and sister these proceedings were

ominous of an impending narrative, protracted to a
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formidable length. The two always told a story

in couples, and always differed with each other

about the facts; the sister politely contradicting the

brother when it was Sir Joseph's story, and the

brother politely contradicting the sister when it

was Miss Lavinia's story. Separated one from the

other, and thus relieved of their own habitual in-

terchange of contradiction, neither of them had

ever been known to attempt the relation of the

simplest series of events, without breaking down.

"
It was five years before I knew you, Eichard,"

proceeded Sir Joseph.
" Six years," said Miss Graybrooke.
" Excuse me, Lavinia."

"
No, Joseph, I have it down in my diary."

" Let us waive the point." (Sir Joseph invari-

ably used this formula as a means of at once con-

ciliating his sister, and getting a fresh start for his

story.)
" I was cruising off the Mersey in a Liver-

pool pilot-boat. I had hired the boat in company

with a friend of mine a man formerly notorious

in London society, under the nickname (derived

from the peculiar brown colour of hi? whiskers) of

' Mahogany Dobbs.'
"
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"The colour of his liveries, Joseph, not the

colour of his whiskers."

"My dear Lavinia, you are thinking of 'Sea-

green Shaw,' so called from the extraordinary

liveries he adopted for his servants in the. year

when he was sheriff."

" I think not, Joseph."
" I beg your pardon, Lavinia.**

Eichard Turlington's knotty fingers drummed

impatiently on the table. He looked towards

Natalie. She was idly arranging her little morsels

of ham in a pattern on her plate. Launcelot

Linzie, still more idly, was looking at the pattern.

Seeing what he saw now, Eichard solved the

problem which had puzzled him on deck. It was

simply impossible that Natalie's fancy could be

really taken by such an empty-headed fool as

that !

Sir Joseph went on with his story

"We were some ten or a dozen miles off the

mouth of the Mersey
"

" Nautical miles, Joseph ?"

" It doesn't matter, Lavinia."

"Excuse me, brother, the late great and good

2
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Doctor Johnson said accuracy ought always to be

studied even in the most trifling things."

"
They were common miles, Lavinia/'

"They were nautical miles, Joseph."

"Let us waive the point. Mahogany Dobbs

and I happened to be below in the cabin, occu-

pied
"

Here Sir Joseph paused (with his amiable smile)

to consult his memory. Miss Lavinia waited (with

Jter amiable smile) for the coming opportunity of

setting her brother right. At the same moment

Natalie laid down her knife and softly touched

Launce under the table. When she thus claimed

his attention, the six pieces of ham were arranged

as follows in her plate : Two pieces were placed

opposite each other, and four pieces were ranged

perpendicularly under them. Launce looked, and

twice touched Natalie under the table. Inter-

preted by the Code agreed on between the two,

the signal in the plate meant,
" I must see you in

private." And Launce's double touch answered,

"After breakfast,"

Sir Joseph proceeded with his story. Natalie

took up her knife again. Another signal coming !
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" We were both down in the cabin, occupied in

finishing our dinner
"

" Just sitting down to lunch, Joseph."
" My dear ! I ought to know."

"
I only repeat what I heard, brother. The last

time you told the story, you and your friend were

sitting down to lunch."

" We won't particularise, Lavinia. Suppose we

say occupied over a meal ?"

"
If it is of no more importance than that,

Joseph, it would be surely better to leave it out

altogether ?"

" Let us waive the point. Well, we were sud-

denly alarmed by a shout on deck,
' Man over-

board !' We both rushed up the cabin stairs,

naturally under the impression that one of our

crew had fallen into the sea : an impression

shared, I ought to add, by the man at the helm,

who had given the alarm."

Sir Joseph paused again. He was approaching

one of the great dramatic points in his story, and

was naturally anxious to present it as impressively

as possible. He considered with himself, with his

head a little on one side. Miss Lavinia considered

22
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with herself, with her head a little on one side,

Natalie laid down her knife again, and again

touched Launce under the table. This time there

were five pieces of ham ranged longitudinally on

the plate, with one piece immediately under them

at the centre of the line. Interpreted by the

Code, this signal indicated two ominous words,

" Bad news." Launce looked significantly at the

owner of the yacht (meaning of the look,
"
Is he

at the bottom of it ?") : Natalie frowned in reply

(meaning of the frown,
"
Yes, he is

'*).
Launce

looked down again into the plate. Natalie in-

stantly pushed all the pieces of ham together in a

little heap (meaning of the heap, "No more to

*ay").

" Well ?" said Richard Turlington, turning

sharply on Sir Joseph.
" Get on with your story.

What next ?"

Thus far he had not troubled himself to show

even a decent pretence of interest in his old

friend's perpetually-interrupted narrative. It was

only when Sir Joseph had reached his last sen-

tence intimating that the man overboard might

turn out in course of time not to be a man of the
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pilot-boat's crew it was only then that Turling-

ton sat up in his chair, and showed signs of sud-

denly feeling a strong interest in the progress of

the story.

Sir Joseph went on

" As soon as we got on deck, we saw the man

in the water, astern. Our vessel was hove up in

the wind, and the boat was lowered. The master

and one of the men took the oars. All told, our

crew were seven in number. Two away in the

boat, a third at the helm, and, to my amazement,

when I looked round, the other four behind me,

making our number complete. At the same mo-

ment Mahogany Dobbs, who was looking through

a telescope, called out,
' Who the devil can he be ?

The man is floating on a hen-coop, and we have

got nothing of the sort on board this pilot-boat.'
"

The one person present who happened to notice

Richard Turlington's face when those words were

pronounced was Launcelot Linzie. He and he

alone saw the Levant trader's swarthy com-

plexion fade slowly to a livid ashen grey; his

eyes, the while, fixing themselves on Sir Joseph

Graybrooke with a furtive glare in them like the
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glare in the eyes of a wild beast. Apparently

conscious that Launce was looking at him

though he never turned his head Launce's way

he laid his elbow on the table, lifted his arm, and

so rested his face on his hand, while the story

went on, as to screen it effectually from the young

surgeon's view.

" The man was brought on board," proceeded

Sir Joseph, "sure enough with a hen-coop on

which he had been found floating. The poor

wretch was blue with terror and exposure to the

water; he fainted when we lifted him on deck.

When he came to himself he told us a horrible

story. He was a sick and destitute foreign sea-

man
;
and he had hidden himself in the hold of

an English vessel (bound to a port in his native

country) which had sailed from Liverpool that

morning. He had been discovered, and brought

before the captain. The captain, a monster in

human form, if ever there was one yet
"

Before the next word of the sentence could pass

Sir Joseph's lips, Turlington startled the little

party in the cabin by springing suddenly to his

fa*



A T SEA. 23

" The breeze !" he cried
;

" the breeze at last !"

As he spoke, he wheeled round to the cabin

door so as to turn his back on his guests, and

hailed the deck.

" Which way is the wind ?"

" There is not a breath of wind, sir."

Not the slightest movement in the vessel had

been perceptible in the cabin
;
not a sound had

been audible indicating the rising of the breeze.

The owner of the yacht accustomed to the sea
;

capable, if necessary, of sailing his own vessel

had surely committed a strange mistake ! He

turned again to his friends, and made his apologies

with an excess of polite regret, far from character-

istic of him at other times, and under other cir-

cumstances.

"Go on," he said to Sir Joseph, when he had

got to the end of his excuses
;

" I never heard such

an interesting story in iny life. Pray go on !"

The request was not an easy one to comply witft.

Sir Joseph's ideas had been thrown into confusion.

Miss Lavinia's contradictions (held in reserve) had

been scattered beyond recall. Both brother and

sister were, moreover, additionally hindered in re-
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covering the control of their own resources by the

look and manner of their host. He alarmed, instead

of encouraging the two harmless old people, by

fronting them almost fiercely, with his elbows

squared on the table, and his face expressive of c

dogged resolution to sit there and listen, if need be,

for the rest of his life. Launce was the person who

set Sir Joseph going again. After first looking

attentively at Richard, he took his uncle straight

back to the story by means of a question, thus :

" You don't mean to say that the captain of the

ship threw the man overboard ?"

" That is just what he did, Launce. The poor

wretch was too ill to work his passage. The captain

declared he would have no idle foreign vagabond in

his ship to eat up the provisions of Englishmen who

worked. With his own hands he cast the hen-coop

into the water, and (assisted by one of his sailors)

threw the man after it, and told him to float back

to Liverpool with the evening tide."

" A lie !" cried Turlington, addressing himself, not

to Sir Joseph, but to Launce.

" Are you acquainted with the circumstances If"

asked Launce, quietly.
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"
I know nothing about the circumstances. I

say, from my own experience, that foreign sailors

are even greater blackguards than English sailors.

The man had met with an accident, no doubt. The

rest of his story was a lie and the object of it

was to open Sir Joseph's purse."

Sir Joseph mildly shook his head.

"No lie, Eichard. "Witnesses proved that the

man had spoken the truth."

" Witnesses ? Pooh ! More liars, you mean."

"
I went to the owners of the vessel," pursued

Sir Joseph.
"
I got from them the names of the

officers and the crew
;
and I waited, leaving tlie case

in the hands of the Liverpool police. The ship

was wrecked at the mouth of the Amazon. But

the crew and the cargo were saved. The men

belonging to Liverpool came back. They were a

bad set, I grant you. But they were examined

separately about the treatment of the foreign

sailor, and they all told the same story. They

could give no account of their captain, or of the

sailor who had been his accomplice in the crime,

except that they had not embarked in the ship

which brought the rest of the crew to England.
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Whatever may have become of the captain since,

lie certainly never returned to Liverpool."
" Did you find out his name ?"

The question was asked by Turlington. Even

Sir Joseph, the least observant of men, noticed

that it was put with a perfectly unaccountable

irritability of manner.

" Don't be angry, Eichard," said the old gentle-

man. " What is there to be angry about ?"

" I don't know what you mean. I'm not angry.

I'm only curious. Did you find out who he was ?"

" I did. His name was Goward. He was well-

known at Liverpool as a very clever and a very

dangerous man. Quite young at the time I am

speaking of, and a first-rate sailor : famous for

taking command of unseaworthy ships and

vagabond crews. Eeport described him to me as

having made considerable sums of money in that

way, for a man in his position ; serving firms, you

know, with a bad name, and running all sorts of

desperate risks. A sad ruffian, Eichard ! More

than once in trouble, on both sides of the Atlantic,

for acts of violence and cruelty. Dead, I dare say,

long since."
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" Or possibly," said Launce,
"
alive, under

another name, and thriving in a new way of life,

with more desperate risks in it, of some other sort."

" Are you acquainted with the circumstances ?"

asked Turlington, retorting Launce's question on

him, with a harsh ring of defiance in his brassy

voice.

" What became of the poor foreign sailor, papa ?"

said Natalie
; purposely interrupting Launce before

he could meet the question angrily asked of him,

by an angry reply.

"We made a subscription, and spoke to his con-

sul, my dear. He went back to his country, poor

fellow, comfortably enough."
" And there is an end of Sir Joseph's story," said

Turlington, rising noisily from his chair.
"
It's a

pity we haven't got a literary man on board lie

would make a novel of it." He looked up at the

skylight as he got on his feet. "Here is the

breeze, this time," he exclaimed,
" and no mistake !"

It was true. At last the breeze had come I

The sails flapped, the main boom swung over with

a thump, and the stagnant water, stirred at last,

bubbled merrily past the vessel's sides.
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''Come on deck, Natalie, and get some fresh

air," said Miss Lavinia, leading the way to the

cabin-door.

Natalie held up the skirt of her nankeen dress,

and exhibited the purple trimming torn away over

an extent of some yards.

" Give me half an hour first, aunt, in my cabin,"

she said,
"
to mend this."

Miss Lavinia elevated her venerable eyebrows in

amazement.

" You have done nothing but tear your dresses,

my dear, since you have been in Mr. Turlington's

yacht. Most extraordinary! I have torn none

of mine during the whole cruise."

Natalie's dark colour deepened a shade. She

laughed a little uneasily.
" I am so awkward on

board ship," she replied, and turned away, and shut

herself up in her cabin.

Richard Turlington produced his case of cigars.

" Now is the time," he said to Sir Joseph,
"
for

the best cigar of the day the cigar after breakfast.

Come on deck."

" You will join us, Launce ?" said Sir Joseph.
" Give me half an hour first, over my books,"
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Launce replied.
" I mustn't let my medical know-

ledge get musty at sea, and I might not feel in-

clined to study later in the day."

"
Quite right, my dear boy, quite right."

Sir Joseph patted his nephew approvingly on

the shoulder. Launce turned away on his side,

and shut himself up in his cabin.

The other three ascended 'together to the deck.
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SECOND SCENE.

THE STORE-ROOM,

PERSONS possessed of sluggish livers and tendei

hearts find two serious drawbacks to the enjoy-

ment of a cruise at sea. It is exceedingly difficult

to get enough walking exercise
;
and it is next to

impossible (where secrecy is an object) to make

love without being found out. Reverting for the

moment to the latter difficulty only, life within

the narrow and populous limits of a vessel may be

defined as essentially life in public. From morn-

ing to night you are in your neighbour's way, or

your neighbour is in your way. As a necessary

result of these conditions, the rarest of existing

men may be defined as the man who is capable of

stealing a kiss at sea without discovery. An in-

ored capacity for stratagem of the finest sort
;
in-

exhaustible inventive resources
; patience
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cun flourish under superhuman trials
; presence of

mind which can keep its balance victoriously un-

der every possible stress of emergency these are

some of the qualifications, which must accompany

Love on a cruise, when Love embarks in the cha-

racter of a contraband commodity not duly en-

tered on the papers of the ship.

Having established a Code of Signals which en-

abled them to communicate privately, while the

eyes and ears of others were wide open on every

side of them, Natalie and Launce were next con-

fronted by the more serious difficulty of finding a

means of meeting together at stolen interviews on

board the yacht. Possessing none of those precious

moral qualifications, already enumerated as the

qualifications of an accomplished lover at sea,

Launce had proved unequal to grapple with the

obstacles in his way. Left to her own inventive

resources, Natalie had first suggested the young

surgeon's medical studies as Launce's unanswerable

excuse for shutting himself up at intervals in the

lower regions and had then hit on the happy

idea of tearing her trimmings, and condemning

herself to repair her own carelessness, as the all-
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sufficient reason for similar acts of self-seclusion

on her side. In this way the lovers contrived,

while the innocent ruling authorities were on

deck, to meet privately below them, on the neu-

tral ground of the main cabin and there, by pre-

vious arrangement at the breakfast -table, they

were about to meet privately now.

Natalie's door was, as usual on these occasions,

the first that opened ;
for this sound reason, that

Nafilie's quickness was the quickness to be de-

pended on in case of accident.

She looked up at the skylight. There were the

legs of the two gentlemen and the skirts of her

aunt, visible (and stationary) on the lee side of the

deck. She advanced a few steps and listened.

There was a pause in the murmur of the voices

above. She looked up again. One pair of legs

(not her father's) had disappeared. Without an

instant's hesitation, Natalie darted back to her own

door, just in time to escape Eichard Turlington

descending the cabin stairs. All he did was to

go to one of the drawers under the main-cabin

book-case, and to take out a map ; ascending again

immediately to the deck. Natalie's guilty con-
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science rushed instantly, nevertheless, to the con-

clusion that Eichard suspected her. "When she

showed herself for the second time, instead of

venturing into the cabin, she called across it in a

whisper,
" Launce !"

Launce appeared at his door. He was per-

emptorily checked before he could cross the thresh-

old.

" Don't stir a step ! Eichard has "been down in

the cabin ! Eichard suspects us !

" Nonsense ! come out."

"
Nothing will induce me, unless you can find

some other place than the cabin."

Some other place ? How easy to find it on

land ! How apparently impossible at sea ! There

was the forecastle (full of men) at one end of the

vessel. There was the sail-room (full of sails) at

the other. There was the ladies' cabin (used as

the ladies' dressing-room; inaccessible, in that

capacity, to every male human being on board).

Was there any disposable enclosed space to be

found amidships ? On one side there were the

sleeping-berths of the sailing master and his mate

3
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(impossible to "borrow them}. On the other side

was the steward's store-room. Launce considered

for a moment. The steward's store-room was iust

the thing !

" Where are you going ?" asked Natalie, as her

lover made straight for a closed door at the lower

extremity of the main-cabin.

" To speak to the steward, darling. Wait one

moment, and you will see me again."

Launce opened the store-room door, and dis-

covered, not the steward, but his wife, who occupied

the situation of stewardess on board the vessel.

The accident was, in this case, a lucky one.

Having stolen several kisses at sea, and having

been discovered (in every case) either by the

steward or his wife, Launce felt no difficulty in

prefacing his request to be allowed the use of the

room by the plainest allusion to his relations with

Natalie. He could count on the silence of the

sympathizing authorities in this region of the

vessel, having wisely secured them as accomplices

by the usual persuasion of the pecuniary sort. Of

the two, however, the stewardess, as a woman, was

the more likely to lend a ready ear to Launce'a
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entreaties in his present emergency. After a faint-

show of resistance, she consented, not only to

leave the room, but to keep her husband out of it,

on the understanding that it was not to be occu-

pied for more than ten minutes. Launce made the

signal to Natalie at one door, while the stewardess

went out by the other. In a moment more the

lovers were united in a private room. Is it neces-

sary to say in what language the proceedings were

opened? Surely not! There is an inarticulate

language of the lips in use on these occasions, in

which we are all proficient though we sometimes

forget it in later life. Natalie seated herself on a

locker. The tea, sugar, and spices were at her

back, a side of bacon swung over her head, and a

net full of lemons dangled before her face. It

might not be roomy, but it was snug and com-

fortable.

"Suppose they call for the steward?" she sug-

gested. ("Don't, Launce!")
" Never mind. We shall be safe enough if they

do. The steward has only to show himself on

deck, and they will suspect nothing."

"Do te quiet, Launce! I have got dreadful

32
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news to tell you. And, besides, my annt will ex~

pect to see me with my braid sewn on again."

She had brought her needle and thread with

her. Whipping up the skirt of her dress on her

knee, she bent forward over it, and set herself

industriously to the repair of the torn trimming.

In this position her lithe figure showed charmingly

its firm yet easy line. The needle, in her dexterous

brown fingers, flew through its work. The locker

was a broad one
;
Launce was able to seat himself

partially behind her. In this position who could

have resisted the temptation to lift up her great

knot of broadly-plaited black hair, and to let the

warm dusky nape of her neck disclose itself to

view ? Who, looking at it, could fail to revile the

senseless modern fashion of dressing the hair,

which hides the double beauty of form and colour

that nestles at the back of a woman's neck ? From

time to time, as the interview proceeded, Launce's

lips emphasized the more important words, occur-

ring in his share of the conversation, on the soft

fragrant skin which the lifted hair let him see at

intervals. In Launce's place, sir, you would have

done it too.
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"
Now, Natalie, what is the news ?**

" lie has spoken to papa, Launce."

M Richard Turlington ?"

"Yes."

"Damn him!"

Natalie started. A curse addressed to the back

of your neck, instantly followed by a blessing in

the shape of a kiss, is a little trying when you are

not prepared for it.

"Don't do that again, Launce! It was while

you were on deck, smoking, and when I was sup-

posed to be fast asleep. I opened the ventilator in

my cabin door, dear, and I heard every word they

said. He waited till my aunt was out of the way,

and he had got papa all to himself, and then he

began it in that horrible downright voice of his

'Graybrooke ! how much longer am I to wait ?'"

"Did he say that?"

" No more swearing, Launce ! Those were the

words. Papa didn't understand them. He only

said (poor dear
!)

'
Bless my soul, Richard, what

do you want?' Richard soon explained himself.

'Who could he be waiting for but Me ?' Papa said

eomething about my being so young. Richard
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stopped his mouth directly.
'
Girls were like fruit;

Jome ripened soon, and some ripened late. Some

were women at twenty, and some were women at

sixteen. It was impossible to look at me, and not

see that I was like a new being after my two

months at sea,' and so on and so on. Papa behaved

like an angeL He still tried to put it off.
'

Plenty

of time, Eichard, plenty of time.'
'

Plenty of time

for her' (was the wretch's answer to that) :
' but

not for me. Think of all I have to offer her' (as if

I cared for his money !) ;

' think how long I have

looked upon her as growing up to be my wife*

(growing up for him monstrous
!),

' and don't keep

me in a state of uncertainty, which it gets harder

and harder for a man in my position to endure !*

He was really quite eloquent. His voice trembled.

There is no doubt, dear, that he is very, very fond

of me."

" And you feel flattered by it, of course 1"

" Don't talk nonsense. I feel a little frightened

at it, I can tell you."

"Frightened ? Did you notice him this morningT
"I? When?"
"When your father was telling that story about

the man overboard."
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" No. What did he do ? Tell me, Lannce."

"
I'll tell you directly. How did it all end last

night ? Did your father make any sort of promise ?"

" You know Richard's way ;
Eichard left Mm no

other choice. Papa had to promise before he was

allowed to go to bed."

" To let Turlington marry you ?"

" Yes
;
the week after my next birthday."

"The week after next Christmas Day ?"

" Yes. Papa is to speak to me as soon as we are

at home again, and my married life is to begin with

the New Year."

" Are you in earnest, Natalie ? Do you really

mean to say it has gone as far as that ?"

"
They have settled everything. The splendid

establishment we are to set up, the great income

we are to have. I heard papa tell Eichard that half

his fortune should go to me on my wedding-day.

It was sickening to hear how much they made of

Money, and how little they thought of Love. What

am I to do, Launce ?"

" That's easily answered, my darling. In the first

place, you are to make up your mind not to marry

Uichard Turlington
"
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" Do talk reasonably. You know I have done

all I could. I have told Papa that I can think of

Eichard as a friend, but nou as a husband. He

only laughs at me, and says,
' Wait a little, and you

will alter your opinion, my dear.' You see Eichard

is everything to him
;
Eichard has always managed

his affairs, and has saved him from losing by bad

speculations ;
Eichard has known me from the time

when I was a child
;
Eichard has a splendid busi-

ness, and quantities of money. Papa can't even

imagine that I can resist Eichard. I have tried my
aunt

;
I have told her he is too old for me. All

she says is, 'Look at your father; he was much

older than your mother, and what a happy marriage

theirs was/ Even if I said in so many words,
' I

won't marry Eichard,' what good would it do to us ?

Papa is the best and dearest old man in the world
;

but oh, he is so fond of money ! He believes in

nothing else. He would be furious yes, land as

he is, he would be furious if I even hinted that I

was fond of you. Any man who proposed to marry

me if he couldn't match the fortune that I should

bring him by a fortune of his own would be a

lunatic in papa's eyes. He wouldn't think it
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necessary to answer him
;
he would ring the "bell,

and have him shown out of the house. I am ex-

aggerating nothing, Launce
; you know I am speak-

ing the truth. There is no hope in the future

that I can see for either of us."

" Have you done, Natalie ? I have something

to say on my side if you have."

" What is it ?"

" If things go on as they are going on now, shall

1 tell you how it will end ? It will end in your

being Turlington's wife."

" Never !"

"So you say now; but you don't know what

may happen between this and Christmas Day
Natalie ! there is only one way of making sure

that you will never marry Richard. Marry me."

" Without papa's consent ?"

"Without saying a word to anybody till it's

done."

"
Oh, Launce ! Launce !"

"My darling, every word you have said proves

there is no other way. Think of it, Natalie, think

of it"

There was a pause. Natalie dropped her needle
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and thread, and hid her face in her hands. " If my

poor mother was only alive," she said
;

"
if I only had

an elder sister to advise me, and to take my part.
1
'

She was evidently hesitating. Launce took a

man's advantage of her indecision. He pressed

her without mercy.
"Do you love me ?" he whispered, with his lips

close to her ear.

" You know I do, dearly."

"Put it out of Eichard's power to part us,

Natalie."

" Part us ? We are cousins : we have known

each other since we were both children. Even if

he proposed parting us, papa wouldn't allow it."

" Mark my words, he will propose it. As for

your father, Eichard has only to lift his finger and

your father obeys him. My love, the happiness of

both our lives is at stake." He wound his arm

round her, and gently drew her head back on his

bosom. " Other girls have done it, darling," he

pleaded,
"
why shouldn't you ?"

The effort to answer him was too much for her.

She gave it up. A low sigh fluttered through her

lips. She nestled closer to him, and faintly closed



THE STORE-ROOM. 4*

her eyes. The next instant she started up, trem-

bling from head to foot, and looked at the sky-

light. Eichard Turlington's voice was suddenly

audible on deck exactly above them.

"
Graybrooke, I want to say a word to you about

Launcelot Linzie."

Natalie's first impulse was to fly to the door.

Hearing Launce's name on Eichard's lips, she

checked herself. Something in Eichard's tone

roused in her the curiosity which suspends fear.

She waited, with her hand in Launce's hand.

" If you remember," the brassy voice went on,

" I doubted the wisdom of taking him with us on

this cruise. You didn't agree with me, and, at

your express request, I gave way. I did wrong.

Launcelot Linzie is a very presuming young

man."

Sir Joseph's answer was accompanied by Sir

Joseph's mellow laugh.

"My dear Eichard! Surely you are a little

hard on Launce ?"

"You are not an observant man, Graybrooke.

I am. I see signs of his presuming with all of us,

and especially with Natalie. I don't like the
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manner in which he speaks to her, and looks at

her. He is unduly familiar
;
he is insolently con-

fidential There must be a stop pat to it. In

my position, my feelings ought to be regarded. I

request you to check the intimacy when we get

on shore."

Sir Joseph's next words were spoken more se-

riously. He expressed his surprise.

" My dear Eichard, they are cousins, they have

been playmates from childhood. How can you

think of attaching the slightest importance to any-

thing that is said or done by poor Launce ?"

There was a good-humoured contempt in Sir

Joseph's reference to "poor Launce" which jarred

on his daughter. He might almost have been

alluding to some harmless domestic animal Nata-

lie's colour deepened. Her hand pressed Launce's

hand gently.

Turlington still persisted.

" I must once more request seriously request

that you will check this growing intimacy. I

don't object to your asking him to the house when

you ask other friends. I only wish you (and ex-

pect you) to stop his
'

dropping in,' as it is called,
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at any hour of the day or evening when he may
have nothing to do. Is that understood between

us?"

" If you make a point of it, Eichard, of course

it's understood between us."

Launce looked at Natalie, as weak Sir Joseph

consented in those words.

" What did I tell you ?" he whispered.

Natalie hung her head in silence. There was a

pause in the conversation on deck. The two gen-

tlemen walked away slowly towards the forward

part of the vessel.

Launce pursued his advantage.
" Your father leaves us no alternative," he said.

" The door will be closed against me as soon as

we get on shore. If I lose you, Natalie, I don't

care what becomes of me. My profession may go

to the devil I have nothing left worth living

for."

" Hush ! hush ! don't talk in that way !"

Launce tried the soothing influence of persuasion

once more.

" Hundreds and hundreds of people in our

situation have married privately and have been
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forgiven afterwards," he went on.
" I won't ask

you to do anything in a hurry. I will be guided

entirely by your wishes. All I want to quiet my
mind is to know that you are mine. Do, do, do

let me feel sure that Pachard Turlington can't

take you away from me."

" Don't press me, Launce." She dropped on the

locker.
" See !" she said.

"
It makes me tremble

only to think of it !"

" Who are you afraid of, darling ? "Not your

father, surely ?"

" Poor papa ! I wonder whether he would be

hard on me for the first time in his life ?" She

stopped; her moistening eyes looked up im-

ploringly in Launce's face. "Don't press me!"

she repeated faintly. "You know it's wrong.

We should have to confess it and then what

would happen ?" She paused again. Her eyes

wandered nervously to the deck. Her voice

dropped to its lowest tones.
" Think of Pachard !"

she said, and shuddered at the terrors which that

name conjured up. Before it was possible to say

a quieting word to her, she was again on her feet.

Pilchard's name had suddenly recalled to her me-
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mory Launce's mysterious allusion, at the outset

of the interview, to the owner of the yacht.

"What was that you said about Eichard just

now T she asked.
" You saw something (or heard

something) strange, while papa was telling his

story. What was it ?"

" I noticed Pilchard's face, Natalie, when your

father told us that the man overboard was not one

of the pilot boat's crew. He turned ghastly pale.

He looked guilty
"

"
Guilty ? Of what T

"He was present I am certain of it when

the sailor was thrown into the sea. For all I

know, he may have been the man who did it."

Natalie started back in horror.

"
Oh, Launce ! Launce ! that is too bad. You

may not like Eichard you may treat Eichard as

your enemy. But to say such a horrible thing of

him as that ! It's not generous. It's not

like you."
" If you had seen him you would have said it

too. I mean to make inquiries in your father's

interests as well as in ours. My brother knows

one of the Commissioners of Police; and my
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brother can get it done for me. Turlington haa

not always "been in the Levant trade I know that

already."

" For shame, Launce ! for shame !**

The footsteps on deck were audible, coming

back. Natalie sprang to the door leading into the

cabin. Launce stopped her, as she laid her hand

on the lock. The footsteps went straight on

towards the stern of the vessel. Launce clasped

both arms round her. Natalie gave way.

"Don't drive me to despair!" he said. "This

is my last opportunity. I don't ask you to say at

once that you will marry me I only ask you to

think of it. My darling ! my angel ! will you

think of it ?"

As he put the question, they might have heard

(if they had not been too completely engrossed in

each other to listen) the footsteps returning one-

pair of footsteps only, this time. Natalie's pro-

longed absence had begun to surprise her aunt,

and had roused a certain vague distrust in

Eichard's mind. He walked back again along the

deck by himself. He looked absently into the

main-cabin as he passed it. The store-room sky-
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light came next. In his present frame of mind

would he look absently into the store-room too ?

" Let me go !" said Natalie.

Launce only answered,
"
Say yes

" and held her

as if he would never let her go again.

At the same moment Miss Lavinia's voice rose

Ghrill from the deck, calling for Natalie. There

was but one way of getting free from him. She

said,
"
I'll think of it." Upon that, he kissed her

and let her go.

The door had barely closed on her, when the

lowering face of Pdchard Turlington appeared on

a level with the side of the skylight looking

down into the store-room at Launce.

" Hullo !" he called out roughly.
" What are

you doing in the steward's room T
Launce took up a box of matches on the dresser.

" I'm getting a light," he answered readily.
"
I allow nobody below, forward of the main-

cabin, without my leave. The steward has per-

mitted a breach of discipline on board my vessel.

(The steward will leave my service."

" The steward is not to blame."

" I am the judge of that. Not you."

4
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Launce opened his lips to reply. An outbreak

between the two men appeared to be inevitable

when the sailing master of the yacht joined his

employer on deck, and directed Turlington's atten-

tion to a question which is never to be trilled with

at sea, the question of wind and tide.

The yacht was then in the Bristol Channel, at

the entrance to Bideford Bay. The breeze, fast

freshening, was also fast changing the direction

from which it blew. The favourable tide had

barely three hours more to run.

"The wind's shifting, sir," said the sailing-

master. "I'm afraid we shan't get round the point

this tide, unless we lay her off on the other tack."

Turlington shook his head.

" There are letters waiting for me at Bideford,'*

lie said. "We have lost two days in the calm. I

must send ashore to the Post-office, whether we

lose the tide or not."

The vessel held on her course. Off the port of

Bideford, the boat was sent ashore to the Post-

office ; the yacht standing off and on, waiting the

appearance of the letters. In the shortest time in

which it was possible to bring them on board, tko-

letters were in Turlington's hands.







THE STORE-ROOM. 51

The men were hauling the boat up to the davits,

the yacht was already heading off from the land,

when Turlington startled everybody by one per-

emptory word "
Stop !"

He had thrust all his letters but one into the

pocket of his sailing jacket, without reading them.

The one letter which he had opened, he held in his

closed hand. Rage was in his staring eyes ; con-

sternation was on his pale lips.

" Lower the boat !" he shouted ;

" I must get to

London to-night." He stopped Sir Joseph, ap-

proaching him with open mouth. "There's no

time for questions and answers. I must get

back." He swung himself over the side of the

yacht, and addressed the sailing-master from the

boat. "Save tho tide if you can; if you can't,

put them ashore to-morrow, at Minehead, or

"VVatchet wherever they like." He beckoned to

Sir Joseph to lean over the bulwark, and hear

something he had to say in private.
" Eemember

what I told you about Launcelot Linzie!" he whis-

pered fiercely. His parting look was for Natalie.

He spoke to her with a strong constraint on himself,

as gently as he could. ' Don't be alarmed; I shall

42
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see you in London." He seated himself in the

boat, and took the tiller. The last words they

heard him say were words urging the men at the

oars to lose no time. He was invariably brutal

with the men. "
Pull, you lazy beggars !" he ex-

claimed, with an oath.
" Pull for your lives I"



THIRD SCENE.

THE MONEY MARKET.

LET us be serious. Business !

The new scene plunges us head-foremost into

the affairs of the Levant trading-house of Pizzituti,

Turlington, and Branca. What on earth do we

know about the Levant Trade ? Courage ! If we

have ever known what it is to want money, we

are perfectly familiar with the subject at starting.

The Levant Trade does occasionally get into diffi-

culties. Turlington wanted money.

The letter which had been handed to him on

board the yacht was from his third partner, Mr.

Branca, and was thus expressed :

"A crisis in the trade. All right, so far except

our business with the small foreign firms. Bills

to meet from those quarters (say), forty thousand

pounds and, I fear, no remittances to cover them.
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Particulars stated in another letter addressed to

you at Post-office, Ilfracombe. I am quite broken

down with anxiety, and confined to my bed. Piz-

zituti is still detained at Smyrna. Come back at

once."

The same evening Turlington was at his office

in Austin Friars, investigating the state of affairs,

with his head clerk to help him.

Stated briefly, the business of the firm was of

the widely miscellaneous sort. They plied a brisk

trade, in a vast variety of commodities. Nothing

came amiss to them, from Manchester cotton ma-

nufactures to Smyrna figs. They had branch

houses at Alexandria and Odessa ; and correspond-

ents, here, there, and everywhere, along the shores

of the Mediterranean, and in the ports of the East.

These correspondents were the persons alluded to

in Mr. Branca's letter, as
" small foreign firms ;"

and they had produced the serious financial crisis

in the affairs of the great house in Austin Friars

whicn hau hurried Turlington up to London.

Every one of these minor firms claimed, and

received, the privilege of drawing bills on Pizzituti,

Turlington, and Branca, for amounts varying from
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four to six thousand pounds on no better security

than a verbal understanding that the money to

pay the bills should be forwarded before they fell

due. Competition, it is needless to say, was at the

"bottom of this insanely reckless system of trad-

ing. The native firms laid it down as a rule, that

they would decline to transact business with any

house in the trade which refused to grant them

their privilege. In the case of Turlington's house

the foreign merchants had drawn their bills on

him for sums, large in the aggregate, if not large

in themselves ; had, long since, turned those bills

into cash in their own markets, for their own ne-

cessities ;
and had now left the money which their

paper represented, to be paid by their London cor-

respondents as it fell due. In some instances they

had sent nothing but promises and excuses. la

others, they had forwarded drafts on firms which

had failed already, or which were about to fail, in

the crisis. After first exhausting his resources in-

ready money, Mr. Branca had provided for the

more pressing necessities by pledging the credit of

the house, so far as he could pledge it without ex-

citing suspicion of the truth. This done, there
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were actually left, between that time and Christ-

mas, liabilities to be met to the extent of forty

thousand pounds, without a farthing in hand to

pay that formidable debt.

After working through the night, this was the

conclusion at which Eichard Turlington arrived

when the rising sun looked in at him through

the windows of his private room.

The whole force of the blow had fallen on him.

The share of his partners in the business was of

the most trifling nature. The capital was his
;
the

risk was his. Personally and privately, he had to

find the money, or to confront the one other alter-

native ruin.

How was the money to be found ?

With his position in the City, he had only to go

to the famous money-lending and discounting house

of Bulpit Brothers reported to " turn over" mil-

lions in their business every year and to supply

himself at once with the necessary funds. Forty

thousand pounds was- a trifling transaction to Bul-

pit Brothers.

Having got the money, how, in the present state

of his trade, was the loan to be paid back ?
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His thoughts reverted to his marriage with

Natalie.

" Curious !" he said to himself, recalling his con-

versation with Sir Joseph on board the yacht.

"
Graybrooke told me he would give his daughter

half his fortune on her marriage. Half Gray-

brooke's fortune happens to be just forty thousand

pounds !" He took a turn in the room. No ! It

was impossible to apply to Sir Joseph. Once shake

Sir Joseph's conviction of his commercial solidity,

and the marriage would be certainly deferred if

not absolutely broken off. Sir Joseph's fortune

could be made available, in the present emergency,

in but one way he might use it to repay his debt.

He had only to make the date at which the loan

expired coincide with the date of his marriage, and

there was the father-in-law's money at his disposal,

or at his wife's disposal which meant the same

thing.
"
It's well I pressed Graybrooke about the

marriage when I did !" he thought.
" I can borrow

the money at a short date. In three months from

tJUs, Natalie will be my wife."

He drove to his club, to get breakfast, with his

mind cleared, lor the time being, of all its anxieties

but one.
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Knowing where he could procure the loan, he

was by no means equally sure of being able to find

the security on which he could borrow the money.

Living up to his income
; having no expectations

from any living creature; possessing in landed

property only some thirty or forty acres in Somer-

setshire, with a quaint little dwelling, half farm-

house, half-cottage, attached he was incapable of

providing the needful securityfrom his own personal

resources. To appeal to wealthy friends in the City

would be to let those friends into the secret of his

embarrassments, and to put his credit in peril. He

finished his breakfast, and went back to Austin

Friars failing entirely, so far, to see how he was

to remove the last obstacle now left in his way.

The doors were open to the public; business had

begun. He had not been ten minutes in his room

before the shipping-clerk knocked at the door and

interrupted him, still absorbed in his own anxious

thoughts.
" What is it ?" he asked, irritably.

"
Duplicate Bills of Lading, sir," answered the

clerk, placing the documents on his master's table.

Found ! There was the security on his writing-
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desk, staring him in the face ! He dismissed the

clerk and examined the papers.

They contained an account of goods shipped to

the London house, on board vessels sailing from

Smyrna and Odessa, and they were signed by the

masters of the ships, who thereby acknowledged

the receipt of the goods, and undertook to deliver

them safely to the persons owning them, as directed.

First copies of these papers had already been placed

in the possession of the London house. The du-

plicates had now followed, in case of accident.

Richard Turlington instantly determined to make

the duplicates serve as his security ; keeping the

first copies privately under lock and key, to be

used in obtaining possession of the goods at the

customary time. The fraud was a fraud in appear-

ance only. The security was a pure formality.

His marriage would supply him with the funds

needed for repaying the money, and the profits of

his business would provide, in course of time, for

restoring the dowry of his wife. It was simply a

question of preserving his credit by means which

were legitimately at his disposal. Within the lax

limits of mercantile morality, Richard Turlington
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had a conscience. He put on his hat and took his

false security to the money-lenders, without feeling

at all lowered in his own estimation as an honest

man.

Bulpit Brothers, long desirous of having such c

name as his on their books, received him with open

arms. The security (covering the amount borrowed)

was accepted as a matter of course. The money

was lent for three months, with a stroke of the

pen. Turlington stepped out again into the street,

and confronted the City of London in the charac-

ter of the noblest work of mercantile creation a

solvent man.*

* It may not be amiss to remind the incredulous reader

that a famous firm in the City accepted precisely the same

security as that here accepted by Bulpit Brothers, with

the same sublime indifference to troubling themselves by

making any inquiry about it.
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FOURTH SCENE.

MUSWELL HILL.

THE next day Turlington drove to the suburbs, on

the chance of finding the Graybrookes at home

again. Sir Joseph disliked London, and could not

prevail on himself to live any nearer to the metro-

polis than Muswell Hill When Natalie wanted a

change, and languished for balls, theatres, flower-

shows, and the like, she had a room especially re-

served for her in the house of Sir Joseph's married

sister, Mrs. Sancroft, living in that central deep of

the fashionable whirlpool, known among mortals

as Berkeley Square. On his way through the

streets, Turlington encountered a plain proof that

the Graybrookes must have returned. He was

passed by Launce, driving, in company with a gen-

tleman, in a cab. The gentleman was Launce's

brother, and the two were on their way to the
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Commissioner of Police to make the necessary ar-

rangements for instituting an inquiry into Turling-

ton's early life.

Arrived at the gate of the villa, the information

received only partially fulfilled the visitor's expec-

tations. The family had returned on the previous

evening. Sir Joseph and his sister were at home,

but Natalie was away again already. She had

driven into town to lunch with her aunt

Turlington went into the house.

"Have you lost any money ?" Those were tho

first words uttered by Sir Joseph when he and

Eichard met again, after the parting on board the

yacht.

" Not a farthing. I might have lost seriously,

if I had not got back in time to set things straight.

Stupidity on the part of my people left in charge

nothing more. It's all right now."

Sir Joseph lifted his eyes, with heartfelt devotion,

to the ceiling.
" Thank God, Eichard !" he said, in

tones of the deepest feeling. He rang the bell

"Tell Miss Graybrooke Mr. Turlington is here."

He turned again to Eichard. " Lavinia is like me

Lavinia has been so anxious about you. We have
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"both ofus passed a sleepless night." Miss Lavinia

came in. Sir Joseph hurried to meet her, and took

her affectionately by both hands. " My dear ! the

best of all good news, Eichard has not lost a far-

thing." Miss Lavinia lifted far eyes to the ceiling

with heartfelt devotion, and said, "Thank God,

Eichard !" like the echo of her brother's voice
; a

little late, perhaps, for its reputation as an echo,

but accurate to half a note in its perfect repetition

of sound.

Turlington asked the question which it had been

his one object to put in paying his visit to Mus-

WellHilL .

*' Have you spoTcen to Natalie T
"This morning," replied Sir Joseph. "An op-

portunity offered itself after breakfast. I took

advantage of it, Eichard you shall hear how."

He settled himself in his chair for one of his

interminable stories; he began his opening sen-

tence and stopped, struck dumb at the first word.

There was an unexpected obstacle in the way

his sister was not attending to him ;
his sister had

silenced him at starting. The story touching this

time on the question of marriage, Miss Laviuia
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had her woman's interest in seeing full justice

done to the subject. She seized on her brother's

narrative as on property in her own right.

"Joseph should have told you," she began, ad-

dressing herself to Turlington,
"
that our dear girl

was unusually depressed in spirits this morning.

Quite in the right frame of mind for a little serious

talk about her future life. She ate nothing at

breakfast, poor child, but a morsel of dry toast."

"And marmalade," said Sir Joseph, striking in

at the first opportunity. The story, on this occa-

sion, being Miss Lavinia's story, the polite contra-

dictions necessary to its successful progress were

naturally transferred from the sister to the brother,

and became contradictions on Sir Joseph's side.

"No," said Miss Lavinia, gently, "if you will

have it, Joseph jam."
"
I beg your pardon," persisted Sir Joseph,

" mar-

malade."

" What does it matter, brother T
"

Sister ! the late great and good Doctor Johnson

said accuracy ought always to be studied even in

the most trifling things."

"You will have your way, Joseph" (this was
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the formula answering to Sir Joseph's
" Let us

waive the point" which Miss Lavinia used, as a

means of conciliating her brother, and getting a

fresh start for her story). "Well, we took deal

Natalie out between us after breakfast, for a little

walk in the grounds. My brother opened the sub-

ject with infinite delicacy and tact. 'Circum-

stances/ he said, 'into which it was not then

necessary to enter, made it very desirable,

young as she was, to begin to think of her estab-

lishment in life.' And then he referred, Eichard

(so nicely), to your faithful and devoted attach-

ment "

" Excuse me, Lavinia, I began w
rith Eichard's at-

tachment, and then I got on to her establishment

in life."

"Excuse me, Joseph. Tou managed it much

more delicately than you suppose. You didn't

drag Eichard in by the head and shoulders in that

way."
"
Lavinia ! I began with Eichard."

*
Joseph ! Your memory deceives you."

Turlington's impatience broke through all re-

straint.

5
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" How did it end ?" he asked.
" Did you propose

to her that we should be married in the first week

of the New Year ?"

" Yes !" said Miss Lavinia.

" No !" said Sir Joseph.

The sister looked at the brother, with an expres-

sion of affectionate surprise. The brother looked

at the sister with a fund of amiable contradiction,

expressed in a low bow.

" Do you really mean to deny, Joseph, that you

told Natalie we had decided on the first week in

the New Year ?"

" I deny the New Year, .Lavinia. I said early in

January."
" You will have your way, Joseph ! We were

walking in the shubbery at the time. I had our

clear girl's arm in mine, and I felt it tremble. She

suddenly stopped.
'

Oh,' she said,
' not so soon !'

I said,
' My dear, consider Eichard !' She turned

to her father. She said, 'Don't, pray don't press it

so soon, papa ! I respect Richard
;
I like Richard

as your true and faithful friend
;
but I don't love

him as I ought to love him if I am to be his wife.'

Imagine her talking in that way ! What could
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possibly know about it ? Of course we both

laughed
"

" You laughed, Lavinia."

" You laughed, Joseph."

"Get on, for God's sake!" cried Turlington,

striking his hand passionately on the table by

which he was sitting.
" Don't madden me by con-

tradicting each other ! Did she give way or not ?
"

Miss Lavinia turned to her brother.
" Contra-

dicting each other, Joseph !" she exclaimed, lifting

her hands in blank amazement.

"
Contradicting each other !" repeated Sir Joseph,

equally astonished on his side.
" My dear Richard,

what can you be thinking of? I contradict my
sister ! We never disagreed in our lives."

" I contradict my brother ! "We have never had

a cross word between us from the time when we

were children."

Turlington internally cursed his own irritable

temper.
" I beg your pardon both of you," he said.

" I

didn't know what I was saying. Make some allow-

ance for me. All my hopes in life are centred in

Natalie
;
and you have just told me (in her own
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words, Miss Lavinia) that she doesn't love me.

You don't mean any harm, I dare say ; but you cut

me to the heart."

This confession, and the look that accompanied

it, touched the ready sympathies of the two old

people in the right place. The remainder of the

story dropped between them by common consent.

They vied with each other in saying the comforting

words which would allay their dear Eichard'a

anxiety. How little he knew of young girls. How

could he be so foolish (poor fellow
!)

as to attach

any serious importance to what Natalie had said \

As if a young creature in her teens knew the state

of her own heart ! Protestations and entreaties

were matters of course, in such cases. Tears even

might be confidently expected from a right-minded

girL It had all ended exactly as Richard would

have wished it to end. Sir Joseph had said,
" My

child! this is a matter of experience; love will

come when you are married." And Miss Lavinia

had added,
" Dear Natalie, if you remembered your

poor mother as I remember her, you would know

that your good father's experience is to be relied

on." In that way they had put it to her
;
and she
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liad hung her head and had given all that maiden

modesty could be expected to gi ve a silent con-

sent. The wedding-day was fixed for the first week

in the New Year. (No, Joseph ;
not January the

New Year.) And God bless you, Eichard! and may

your married life be a long and happy one !"

So the average ignorance of human nature, and

the average belief in conventional sentiment, com-

placently contemplated the sacrifice of one more

victim on the all-devouring altar of Marriage ! So

Sir Joseph and his sister provided Launcelot Linzie

with the one argument which he wanted to con-

vince Natalie :

" Choose between making the misery

of your life by marrying him, and making the hap-

piness of your life by marrying me."

" When shall I see her?" asked Turlington with

Miss Lavinia (in tears which did her credit) in

possession of one of his hands, and Sir Joseph (in

tears which did him- credit) in possession of the

other.

" She will be back to dinner, dear Richard. Stay

and dine."

" Thank you. I must go into the City first. I

will come back and dine."
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With that arrangement in prospect, he left them

An hour later a telegram arrived from Natalie,

She had consented to dine, as well as lunch, in

Berkeley Square sleeping there that night, and

returning the next morning. Her father instantly

telegraphed back by the messenger, insisting on

Natalie's return to Muswell Hill that evening, in

time to meet Richard Turlington at dinner.

"
Quite right, Joseph," said Miss Lavinia, looking

over her brother's shoulder, while he wrote the

telegram.
" She is showing a disposition to coquet with

Eichard," rejoined Sir Joseph, with the air of a

man who knew female human nature in its re-

motest corners.
"My telegram, Lavinia, will have

its effect."

Sir Joseph was quite right. His telegram Jiad

its effect. It not only brought his daughter back

to dinner it produced another result which his

prophetic faculty had altogether failed to foresee.

The message reached Berkeley Square at five

o'clock in the afte-rnoon. Let us follow the message.



FIFTH SCENE.

THE SQUARE.

BETWEEN four and five in the afternoon when

the women of the western regions are in their

carriages, and the men are at their clubs London

presents few places more conveniently adapted for

purposes of private talk than the solitary garden-

enclosure of a Square.

On the day when Richard Turlington paid his

visit to Muswell Hill, two ladies (with a secret

between them) unlocked the gate of the railed

garden in Berkeley Square. They shut the gate,

after entering the enclosure, but carefully forbore

to lock it as well, and carefully restricted their

walk to the westward side of the garden. One of

them was Natalie Graybrooke. The other was

Mrs. San croft's eldest daughter. A certain tem-

porary interest attached, in the estimation of



72 MfSS OR MRS. t

society, to this young lady. She had sold well in

the marriage market. In other words, she had

recently been raised to the position of Lord "Win-

wood's second wife
;
his lordship conferring on the

bride not only the honours of the peerage, but the

additional distinction of being stepmother to his

three single daughters, all older than herself. In

person, Lady Winwood was little and fair. In

character, she was dashing and resolute a com-

plete contrast to Natalie, and (on that very account)

Natalie's bosom friend.

" My dear, one ambitious marriage In the family

is quite enough ! I have made up my mind that

you shall marry the man you love. Don't tell me

your courage is failing you the excuse is con-

temptible; I decline to receive it. Natalie! the

men have a phrase which exactly describes your

character. You want back-bone !'*

The bonnet of the lady who expressed herself in

these peremptory terms barely reached the height

of Natalie's shoulder. Natalie might have blown

the little airy, light-haired, unsubstantial creatur

over the railings of the garden if she had taken a

good long breath and stooped low enough. Eut
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who ever met with, a tall woman who had a will

of her own ? Natalie's languid brown eyes looked

softly down, in submissive attention, from an

elevation of five feet seven. Lady Winwood's brisk

blue eyes looked brightly up in despotic command

from an elevation of four feet eleven (in her shoes).

"You are trifling with Mr. Linzie, my dear.

Mr. Linzie is a nice fellow. I like him. I won't

have that."

Louisa !"

"Mr. Turlington has nothing to recommend

him. He is not a well-bred old gentleman of

exalted rank. He is only an odious brute who

happens to have made money. You shall not

marry Mr. Turlington. And you shall marry

Launcelot Linzie."

"Will you let me speak, Louisa ?"

" I will let you answer nothing more. Didn't

you come crying to me this morning ? Didn't

you say,
'

Louisa, they have pronounced sentence

on me ! I am to be married in the first week of

the New Year. Help me out of it, for Heaven's

sake !' You said all that, and more. And what

did I do when I had heard your story ?"
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"
Oh, you were so kind-

"Kind doesn't lialf express it. I have com-

mitted crimes on your account. I have deceived

my husband and my mother. For your sake I

got mamma to ask Mr. Linzie to lunch (as my
friend

!).
For your sake I have banished my un-

offending husband, not an hour since, to his club.

You wretched girl, who arranged a private con-

ference in the library ? Who sent Mr. Linzie off

to consult his friend in the Temple on the law of

clandestine marriage ? Who suggested your tele-

graphing home, and stopping here for the night ?

Who made an appointment to meet your young

man privately in this detestable place in ten

minutes' time ? I did ! I did ! I did ! All in your

interests. All to prevent you from doing what I

have done marrying to please your family instead

of to please yourself. (I don't complain, mind, of

Lord Winwood, or of his daughters. He is charm-

ing ;
his daughters I shall tame in course of time.

You are different. And Mr. Turlington, as I ob-

served before, is a brute.) Very well. Now what

do you owe me on your side ? You owe it to me

at least to know your own mind. You don't know
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t You coolly inform me that you daren't run

the risk after all, and that you can't face the con-

sequences on second thoughts. I'll tell you what.

You don't deserve that nice fellow who worships

the very ground you tread on. You are a bread-

and-butter miss. I don't believe you are fond of

him !"

" Not fond of him !" Natalie stopped, and

clasped her hands in despair of finding language

strong enough for the occasion. At the same mo-

ment the sound of a closing gate caught her ear.

She looked round. Launce had kept his appoint-

ment before his time. Launce was in the garden,

rapidly approaching them.

" Now for the Law of Clandestine Marriage !"

said Lady "VVinwood.
" Mr. Linzie, we will take

it sitting." She led the way to one of the benches

in the garden, and placed Launce between Natalie

and herself.
"
"Well, Chief Conspirator, have you

got the License ? No ? Does it cost too much ?

Can I lend you the money ?"

"
It costs perjury, Lady Winwood, in my case,"

said Launce. " Natalie is not of age. I can only

get a License by taking my oath that I marry her
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with her father's consent." He turned piteously

to Natalie. "I couldn't very well do that" he

said, in the tone of a man who feels bound to

make an apology,
" could I ?" Natalie shuddered ;

Lady Winwood shrugged her shoulders.

"In your place a woman wouldn't have hesi-

tated," her ladyship remarked. " But men are so

selfish. Well ? I suppose there is some other

way ?"

"
Yes, there is another way," said Launce. " But

there is a horrid condition attached to it
"

"
Something worse than perjury, Mr. Linzie ?

Murder ?"

"I'll tell you directly, Lady Winwood. The

marriage comes first. The condition follows. There

is only one chance for us. We must be married

by Banns."

" Banns !" cried Natalie.
"
Why, banns are pub-

licly proclaimed in church !"

"
They needn't be proclaimed in your church,

you goose," said Lady Winwood. "
And, even if

they were, nobody would be the wiser. You may

trust implicitly in the elocution of aii English

clergyman !"
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"That's just what my friend said," cried Launce.

* ' Take a lodging near a large parish church, in a

remote part of London' (this is my friend's advice)
'

go to the clerk, tell him you want to be mar-

ried by Banns, and say you belong to that parish.

As for the lady, in your place I should simplify it.

I should say she belonged to the parish too. Give

an address, and have some one there to answer

questions. How is the clerk to know ? He isn't

likely to be over-anxious about it his fee is

eighteen-pence. The clerk makes his profit out

of you, after you are married. The same rule

applies to the parson. He will have your names

supplied to him on a strip of paper, with dozens

of other names; and he will read them out all

together in one inarticulate jumble in church.

You will stand at the altar when your time conies,

with Brown and Jones, Nokes and Styles, Jack

and Gill. All that you will have to do is, to take

care that your young lady doesn't fall to Jack, and

you to Gill, by mistake and there you are, mar-

ried by Banns.' My friend's opinion, stated in his

own words."

Natalie sighed, and wrung her hands in her lap.
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"We shall never get through it," she said, de-

spondingly.

Lady Winwood took a more cheerful view.

"I see nothing very formidable, as yet, my
dear. But we have still to hear the end of

it. You mentioned a condition just now, Mr.

Linzie."

" I am coming to the condition, Lady Winwood.

You naturally suppose, as I did, that I put Natalie

into a cab, and run away with her from the church-

door ?"

"
Certainly. And I throw an old shoe after you

for luck, and go home again."

Launce shook his head ominously.
"
Natalie must go home again as well as you !"

Lady Winwood started.
"
Is that the condition

you mentioned just now ?" she asked.

" That is the condition. I may marry her with-

out anything serious coming of it. But, if I run

away with her afterwards, and if you are there,

aiding and abetting me, we are guilty of Abduction,

and we may stand, side by side, at the bar of the

Old Bailey to answer for it !"

Natalie sprang to her feet in horror. Lady Win-
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wood held up one linger warningly, signing to her

to let Launce go on.

" Natalie is not sixteen years old," Launce pro-

ceeded.
" She must go straight back to her father's

house from the church, and I must wait to run

away with her till her next birthday. When she's

turned sixteen, she's ripe for elopement not an

hour before. There is the law of Abduction !

Despotism in a free country that's what I call it !"

Natalie sat down again with an air of relief.

"
It's a very comforting law, / think," she said.

"
It doesn't force one to take the dreadful step of

running away from home all at once. It gives one

time to consider, and plan, and make up one's mind.

I can tell you this, Launce, if I am to bo persuaded

into marrying you, the law of abduction is the only

thing that will induce me to do it. You ought to

thank the law, instead of abusing it."

Launce listened without conviction.

"
It's a pleasant prospect," he said,

"
to part at

the church-door, and to treat my own wife on the

footing of a young lady who is engaged to marry

another gentleman."
"
Is it pleasanter for me" retorted Natalie,

"
to
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have Richard Turlington courting me, when I am

all the time your wife ? I shall never be able to

do it I wish I was dead !"

" Come 3 come !" interposed Lady Winwood.

"
It's time to be serious. Natalie's birthday, Mr.

Linzie, is next Christmas Day. She will be

sixteen
"

" At seven in the morning," said Launce
;

" I got

that out of Sir Joseph. At one minute past seven,

Greenwich mean-time, we may be off together. I

got that out of the lawyer."
" And' it isn't an eternity to wait from now till

Christmas Day. You get that, by way of com-

pleting the list of your acquisitions, out of me. In

the mean time, can you, or can you not, manage

to meet the difficulties in the way of the.

marriage ?"

"I have settled everything," Launce answered

confidently, "There is not a single difficulty

left."

He turned to Natalie, listening to him in amaze-

ment
;
and explained himself. It had struck him

that he might appeal with his purse in his hand,

of course to the interest felt in his affairs by the
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late stewardess of the yacht. That excellent

woman had volunteered to do all that she could to

help him. Her husband had obtained situations

for his wife and himself on board another yacht

and they were both eager to assist in any con-

spiracy in which their late merciless master was

destined to play the part of victim. When on

shore, they lived in a populous London parish, far

away from the fashionable district of Berkeley

Square, and farther yet from the respectable suburb

of Muswell Hill. A room in the house could be

nominally engaged for Natalie, in the assumed cha-

racter of the stewardess's niece the stewardess

undertaking to answer any purely formal questions

which might be put by the Church authorities, and

to be present at the marriage ceremony. As for

Launce, he would actually, as well as nominally,

live in the district close by; and the steward, if

needful, would answer for him. Natalie might

call at her parochial residence occasionally, under

the wing of Lady Winwood; gaining leave of

-absence from Muswell Hill, on the plea of paying

one of her customary visits at her aunt's house.

"Tho proceedings, in brief, were arranged in all their

6
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details. Nothing was now wanting "but the con*

sent of the young lady ; obtaining which, Launce-

would go to the parish church and give the neces-

sary notice of a marriage by banns on the next

day. There was the plot. What did the ladies

think of ib?

Lady Winwood thought it perfect.

Natalie was not so easily satisfied.

"My father has always been so kind to me !" she-

said.
" The one thing I can't get over, Launce, is

distressing papa. If he had been hard on me as

some fathers are I shouldn't mind." She sud-

denly brightened, as if she saw her position in a

new light.
" Why should you hurry me ?" she

asked. "I am going to dine at my aunt's to-day,,

and you are coming in the evening. Give me time !"

Wait till to-night."

Launce instantly entered his protest against

wasting a moment longer. Lady Winwood opened

her lips to support him. They were both silenced

at the same moment by the appearance of one of

Mrs. Bancroft's servants, opening the gate of the-

square.

Lady Winwood went forward to meet the man.
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A suspicion crossed her mind that he might be

bringing bad news.

"What do you want ?" she asked.

" I beg your pardon, my lady the housekeeper

said you were walking here with Miss Graybrooke.

A telegram for Miss Graybrooke."

Lady "Winwood took the telegram from the man's

hand
;
dismissed him, and went back with it to

Natalie. Natalie opened it nervously. She read

the message and instantly changed. Her

cheeks flushed deep; her eyes flashed with in-

dignation.

" Even papa can be hard on me, it seems, when

Richard asks him !" she exclaimed. She handed

the telegram to Launce. Her eyes suddenly filled

with tears.
" You love me," she said gently and

stopped.
"
Marry me !" she added, with a sudden

burst of resolution.
"
I'll risk it !"

As she spoke those words, Lady "Winwood read

the telegram. It ran thus :

"
Sir Joseph Graybrooke, Muswell HilL To Miss

Natalie Graybrooke, Berkeley Square. Come back

immediately. You are engaged to dine here with

Hichard Turlington."

d2



Lady Win-wood folded up the telegram with 3

malicious smile.
" Well done, Sir Joseph !" thought

her ladyship. "We might never have persuaded

Xatalie lrt for You !"



FIFTH SCENE.

THE CHURCH.

THE time is morning; the date is early in the

month of November. The place is a church, in a

poor and populous parish in the undiscovered

regions of London, eastward of the Tower, and

hard by the river-side.

A marriage procession of five approaches the

altar. The bridegroom is pale, and the bride is

frightened. The bride's friend (a resolute-looking

little lady) encourages her in whispers. The two

respectable persons, apparently man and wife, who

complete the procession, seem to be not quite clear

as to the position which they occupy at the cere-

mony. The beadle, as he marshals them before

the altar, sees something under the surface in this

wedding-party. Marriages in the lower ranks of

life are the only marriages celebrated here. Is
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this a runaway match ? The "beadle anticipates

something out of the common, in the shape of a

fee.

The clergyman (the junior curate) appears from

the vestry in his robes. The clerk takes his place.

The clergyman's eye rests with a sudden interest

and curiosity on the bride and bridegroom, and on

the bride's friend
;
notices the absence of elderly

relatives; remarks, in the two ladies especially,

evidences of refinement and breeding, entirely un-

paralleled in his professional experience of brides

and brides' friends standing before the altar of

that church
; questions, silently and quickly, the

eye of the clerk, occupied also in observing the

strangers with interest.
" Jenkinson

"
(the clergy-

man's look asks),
"

is this all right ?"
"
Sir

"
(the

clerk's look answers),
" a marriage by banns

;
all

the formalities have been observed." The clergy-

man opens his book. The formalities have been

observed
;
his duty lies plainly before him. At-

tention, Launcelot ! Courage, Katalie I The ser-

vice begins.

Launce casts a last furtive look round the

church. "Will Sir Joseph Graybrooke start up
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and stop it from one of the empty pews ? Is

Richard Turlington lurking in the organ-loft, and

only waiting till the words of the service appeal

to him to prohibit the marriage, or "
else hereafter

for ever to hold his peace?" 'No. The clergy-

man proceeds steadily, and nothing happens.

Natalie's charming face grtws paler and paler,

.Natalie's heart throbs faste* and faster, as the

time comes nearer for reading the words which

unite them for life. Lady Winwood herself feels

an unaccustomed fluttering in the region of the

bosom. Her ladyship's thoughts revert, not alto-

gether pleasantly, to her own marriage :

"
Ah, me !

what was I thinking of when I was in this posi-

tion ? Of the bride's beautiful dress, and of Lady

Winwood's coming presentation at Court !"

The service advances to the words in which

they plight their troth. Launce has put the Eing

on her finger. Launce has repeated the words

after the clergyman. Launce has married her.

Done ! Come what may of it, done !

The service ends. Bridegroom, bride, and wit-

nesses, go into the vestry to sign the book. The

signing, like the service, is serious. No trifling
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with the truth is possible here. When it cornea

to Lady Winwood's turn, Lady "Winwood must

write her name. She does it, but without her

usual grace and decision. She drops her hand-

kerchief. The clerk picks it up for her, and no-

tices that a coronet is embroidered in one corner.

The fees are paid. They leave the vestry.

Other couples, when it is over, are talkative and

happy. These two are more silent and more em-

barrassed than ever. Stranger still, while othe?

couples go off with relatives and friends, all socially

united in honour of the occasion, these two and

their friends part at the church door. The respect-

able man and his wife go their way on foot. The

little lady with the coronet on her handkerchief

puts the bride into a cab, gets in herself, and

directs the driver to close the door, while the

bridegroom is standing on the church steps ! Tbe

"bridegroom's face is clouded, as well it may be.

He puts his head in at the window of the cab
;
he

possesses himself of the bride's hand
;
he speaks

in a whisper ;
he is apparently not to be shaken

off. The little lady exerts her authority, separates

the clasped hands, pushes the bridegroom away.
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and cries peremptorily to the driver to go on.

The cab starts
;
the deserted husband drifts deso-

lately anyhow down the street. The clerk, who

has seen it all, goes back to the vestry, and reports

what has happened.

The rector (with his wife on his arm) has just

dropped into the vestry en business, in passing.

He and the curate are talking about the strange

marriage. The rector, gravely bent on ascertaining

that no blame rests with the Church, interrogates,

and is satisfied. The rector's wife is not so easy

to deal with. She has looked at the signatures in

the book. One of the names is familiar to her.

She cross-examines tho clerk as soon as her hus-

band has done with him. When she hears of the

coronet on the handkerchief she points to the sig-

nature of
" Louisa Winwood," and says to the

rector,
"
I know who it is ! Lord Winwood's second

wife. I went to school with his lordship's daughters

by his first marriage. We occasionally meet at

the Sacred Concerts (on the ' Ladies' Committee') ;

I shall find an opportunity of speaking to them.

One moment, Mr. Jenkinson, I will write down

the names before you put away the book.
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lot Linzie,' 'Natalie Graybrooke.' Very pretty

names
; quite romantic. I do delight in a romance.

Good-morning."

She gives the curate a parting smile, and the

clerk a parting nod, and sails out of the vestry.

Katalie, silently returning in Lady Winwood's

company to Muswell Hill
;
and Launce, cursing

the law of abduction as he roams the streets

little think that the ground is already mined

under their feet. Pdchard Turlington may hear of

it now, or may hear of it later. The discovery of

the marriage depends entirely on a chance meet-

ing between the lord's daughters and the rector's

wife.



SEVENTH SCENE.

THE EVENING PARTY.

MR. TURLINGTON,

LADT WINWOOD At Home.

Wednesday, December 15th. Ten o'clock.

"DEAREST NATALIE, As the brute insists, the brute

must have the invitation which I enclose. Never 1

mind, my child. You and Launce are coming to

dinner, and I will see that you have your little

private opportunities of retirement afterwards. All

I expect of you in return is not to look (when you

come back) as if your husband had been kissing

you. You will certainly let out the secret of those

stolen kisses, if you don't take care. At mamma's

dinner yesterday, your colour (when you came out

of the conservatory) was a sight to see. Even

your shoulders were red! They are charming

shoulders, I know, and men take the strangest
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fancies sometimes. But, my dear, suppose you

wear a chemisette next time, if you haven't au-

thority enough over him to prevent his doing it

again ! Your affectionate LOUISA."

The private history of the days that had passed

since the marriage was written in that letter. An

additional chapter of some importance in its

hearing on the future was contributed by the

progress of events at Lady Winwood's party.

By previous arrangement with Natalie, the

Graybrookes (invited to dinner) arrived early.

Leaving her husband and her stepdaughters to en-

tertain Sir Joseph and Miss Laviiiia, Lady Win-

wood took Natalie into her own boudoir, which

communicated by a curtained opening with the

drawing-room.
"My dear ! you are looking positively haggard

this evening. Has anything happened ?"

" I am nearly worn out, Louisa. The life I am

leading is so unendurable that, if Launce pressed

me, I believe I should consent to run away with

him when we leave your house to-night."

" You will do nothing of the sort, if you please.
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Wait till you are sixteen. I delight in novelty, but

the novelty of appearing at the Old Bailey is beyond

my ambition. Is the brute coming to-night ?"

" Of course. He insists on following me wher-

ever I go. He lunched at Muswell Hill to-day.

More complaints of my incomprehensible coldness

to him. Another scolding from papa. A furious

letter from Launce. If I let Eichard kiss my hand

again in his presence, Launce warns me he will

knock him down. Oh, the meanness and the

guiltiness of the life I am leading now ! I am in

the falsest of all false positions, Louisa, and you

encouraged me to do it. I believe Eichard Tur-

lington suspects us. The last two times Launce

and I tried to get a minute together at my aunt's,

he contrived to put himself in our way. There he

was, my dear, with his scowling face, looking as if

he longed to kill Launce. Can you do anything

for us to-night ? Not on my account. But Launce

is so impatient. If he can't say two words to me

alone this evening, he declares he will come to Mus-

well Hill, and catch me in the garden to-morrow."

"
Compose yourself, my dear

;
he shall say his

two words to-nio;lit."
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"How?"

Lady "Winwood pointed through the curtained

windows of the boudoir to the door of the drawing-

room. Beyond the door was the staircase landing.

And beyond the landing was a second drawing-

room, the smallest of the two.

" There are only three or four people coming to

dinner," her ladyship proceeded; "and a few more

in the evening. Eeing a small party, the small

drawing-room will do for us. This drawing-room

will not be lit, and there will be only my reading-

lamp here in the boudoir. I shall give the signal

for leaving the dining-room earlier than usual.

Launce will join us before the evening-party be-

gins. The moment he appears, send him in here

boldly before your aunt and all of us."

"For what?"
" For your fan. Leave it there under the sofa-

cushion before we go down to dinner. You will

sit next to Launce, and you will give him private

instructions not to find the fan. You will get im-

patient you will go to find it yourself and there

you are. Take care of your shoulders, Mrs. Linzie I

I have nothing more to say."
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The guests asked to dinner began to arrive.

Lady Win-wood was recalled to her duties as mis-

tress of the house.

It was a pleasant little dinner with one draw'

loack. It began too late. The ladies only reached the

small drawing-room at ten minutes to ten. Launce

was only able to join them as the clock struck.

" Too late !" whispered Natalie. " Eichard will

ba here directly."

"
Nobody comes punctually to an evening party,"

said Launce. " Don't let us lose a moment. Send

me for your fan."

Natalie opened her lips to say the necessary

words. Before she could speak, the servant an-

nounced " Mr. Turlington."

He came in, with his stiffly-upright shirt collar

and his loosely-fitticg glossy black clothes. He

made liis sullen and clumsy bow to Lady Winwood.

And then he did, what he had done dozens of

\imes already : he caught Natalie, with her eyes

still bri^-At, and her face still animated (after talk-

ing to Launce) a striking contrast to the cold and

unimpulsive young lady whom he was accustomed

to see while Natalie was talking him.
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Lord Winwood's daughters were persons of some

celebrity in the world of amateur music. Noticing

the look that Turlington cast at Launce, Lady

Winwood whispered to Miss Lavinia who in-

stantly asked the young ladies to sing. Launce,

in obedience to a sign from Natalie, volunteered to

find the music-books. It is needless to add that

he pitched on the wrong volume at starting. As

he lifted it from the piano to take it back to the

stand, there dropped out from between the leaves

a printed letter, looking like a circular. One of

the young ladies took it up, and ran her eye over

it, with a start.

" The Sacred Concerts !" she exclaimed.

Her two sisters, standing by, looked at each

other guiltily :

" What will the Committee say to

us ? We entirely forgot the meeting last month."

"
Is there a meeting this month ?"

They all looked anxiously at the printed letter.

" Yes ! The twenty-third of December. Put it

down in your book, Amelia." Amelia, then and

there, put it down among the engagements for the

latter end of the month. And Natalie's unac

knowledged husband placidly looked on.
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So did the merciless irony of circumstances

make Launce the innocent means of exposing his

own secret to discovery. Thanks to his success in

laying his hand on the wrong music-book, there

would now "be a meeting two good days before

the elopement could take place between the

lord's daughters and the rector's wife !

The guests of the evening began to appear by

twos and threes. The gentlemen below-stairs left

the dinner-table, and joined them.

The small drawing-room was pleasantly filled,

and no more. Sir Joseph Graybrooke, taking Tur-

lington's hand, led him eagerly to their host. The

talk in the dining-room had turned on finance.

Lord "Winwood was -not quite catisfied with some

of his foreign investments
;
and Sir Joseph's

" dear

Eichard
"
was the very man to give him a little

sound advice. The three laid their heads together

in a corner. Launce (watching them) slyly pressed

Natalie's hand. A renowned " virtuoso
"
had ar-

rived, and was thundering on the piano. The at-

tention of the guests generally was absorbed in the

performance. A fairer chance of sending Launce

tor the fan could not possibly have offered itself.

7
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While the financial discussion was still proceeding,

the married lovers were ensconsed together, aloue

in the boudoir.

Lady "Winwood (privately observant of their ab-

sence) kept her eye on the corner, watching Hichard

Turlington.

He was talking earnestly with his back to-

wards the company. He neither moved nor looked

round. It came to Lord Winwood's turn to speak.

He preserved the same position, listening. Sir

Joseph took up the conversation next. Then his

attention wandered he knew beforehand what Sir

Joseph would say. His eyes turned anxiously to-

wards the place in which he had left Natalie.

Lord "Winwood said a word. His head turned back

again towards the corner. Sir Joseph put an ob-

jection. He glanced once more over his shoulder

this time, at the place in which Launce had been

standing. The next moment his host recalled hia

attention, and made it impossible for him to con-

tinue his scrutiny of the room. At the same time,

two among the evening-guests, bound for another

party, approached to take leave of the lady of the

house. Lady Winwood was obliged to rise, and
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attend to them. They had something to say to her

before they left, and they said it at terrible length ;

standing so as to intercept her view of the proceed-

ings of the enemy. When she had got rid of them

at last, she looked and behold Lord Winwood

and Sir Joseph were the only occupants of the

corner !

Delaying one moment, to set the "virtuoso"

thundering once more, Lady Winwood slipped out

of the room, and crossed the landing. At the en-

trance to the empty drawing-room she heard Tur-

lington's voice, low and threatening, in the boudoir.

Jealousy has a Second Sight of its own. He had

looked in the right place at starting and, oh

heavens ! he had caught them.

Her ladyship's courage was beyond dispute ;
but

she turned pale, as she approached the entrance to

the boudoir.

There stood Natalie at once angry and afraid

between the man to whom she wao ostensibly

engaged, and the man to whom she was actually

married. Turlington's rugged face expressed a

martyrdom of suppressed rage. Launce in the

act of offering Natalie her fan smiled, with the

72
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cool superiority of a man who knew that he had won

his advantage, and who triumphed in knowing it.

" I forbid you to take your fan from that man's

hands," said Turlington, speaking to Natalie, and

pointing to Launce.

"
Isn't it rather too soon to begin

'

forbidding' ?"

asked Lady Winwood, goud-humouredly.
11

Exactly what I say !" exclaimed Launce. "
It

seems necessary to remind Mr. Turlington that he

is not married to Natalie yet !"

Those last words were spoken in a tone which

made both the women tremble inwardly for results.

Lady Winwood took the fan from Launce with one

hand, and took Natalie's arm with the other.

" There is your fan, my dear," she said in her

easy off-hand manner. "
Why do you allow these

two barbarous men to keep you here while the

great Bootmann is playing the Nightmare Sonata

in the next room ? Launce ! Mr. Turlington !

follow me, and learn to be musical directly ! You

have only to shut your eyes, and you will fancy

you hear four modern German composers playing,

instead of one, and not the ghost of a melody among

all the four." She led the way out with Natalie,
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and whispered, "Did he catch you?" Natalie

whispered back,
" I heard him in time. He only

caught us looking for the fan." The two men

waited behind to have two words together, alone

in the boudoir.

" This doesn't end here, Mr. Linzie !"

Launce smiled satirically,
" For once, I agree

with you," he answered. "
It doesn't end here, as

you say."

Lady Winwood stopped, and looked back at them

from the drawing-room door. They were keeping

her waiting they had no choice but to follow the

mistress of the house.

Arrived in the next room, both Turlington and

Launce resumed their places among the guests with

the same object in view. As a necessary result of

the scene in the boudoir, each had his own special

remonstrance to address to Sir Joseph. Even here,

Launce was beforehand with Turlington. He was

the first to get possession of Sir Joseph's private

ear. His complaint took the form of a protest

against Turlington's jealousy, and an appeal for a

reconsideration of the sentence which excluded

him from Muswell Hill. Watching them from a
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distance, Turlington's suspicious eye detected the

appearance of something unduly confidential in the

colloquy between the two. Under cover of the

company, he stole behind them and listened.

The great Bootmann had arrived at that part of

the Nightmare Sonata in which musical sound, pro-

duced principally with the left hand, is made to

describe, beyond all possibility of mistake, the

rising of the moon in a country churchyard, and a

dance of Vampires round a maiden's grave. Sir

Joseph, having no chance against the Vampires in

a whisper, was obliged to raise his voice to make

himself audible in answering and comforting

Launce. " I sincerely sympathize with you," Tur-

lington heard him say ;

" and Natalie feels about

it as I do. But Eichard is an obstacle in our way.

We must look to the consequences, my dear boy,

supposing Pdchard found us out." He nodded

kindly to his nephew ; and, declining to pursue the

subject, moved away to another part of the room.

Turlington's jealous distrust, wrought to the

highest pitch of irritability for weeks past, instantly

associated the words he had juct heard with the

words spoken by Launce in the bourlnir, which had
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reminded him that he was not married to Natalie

yet. Was there treachery at work under the sur-

face ? and was the object to persuade weak Sir

Joseph to reconsider his daughter's contemplated

marriage in a sense favourable to Launce ? Tur-

lington's blind suspicion overleapt at a bound

all the manifest improbabilities which forbade such

a conclusion as this. After an instant's considera-

tion with himself, he decided on keeping his own

counsel, and on putting Sir Joseph's good faith,

then and there, to a test which he could rely on as

certain to take Natalie's father by surprise.

"
Graybrooke !"

Sir Joseph started at the sight of his future son-

in-law's face.

" My dear Richard, you are looking very

strangely ! Is the heat of the room too much for

you?"
" Never mind the heat ! I have seen enough to-

night to justify me in insisting that your daughter

and Launcelot Linzie shall meet no more between

this and the day of my marriage." Sir Joseph at-

tempted to speak. Turlington declined to give him

the opportunity.
" Yee ! yes ! your opinion of
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Linzie isn't mine, I know. I saw you as thick as

thieves together just now." Sir Joseph once more

attempted to make himself heard. Wearied by

Turlington's perpetual complaints of his daughter

and his nephew, he was sufficiently irritated by

this time to have reported what Launce had actually

said to him if he had been allowed the chance.

But Turlington persisted in going on.
" I cannot

prevent Linzie from being received in this house,

and at your sister's," he said
;

" but I can keep him

out of my house in the country, and to the country

let us go. I propose a change in the arrangements.

Have you any engagement for the Christmas

holidays ?
"

He paused, and fixed his eyes attentively on

Sir Joseph. Sir Joseph, looking a little surprised,

replied briefly that he had no engagement.
" In that case," resumed Turlington,

"
I invite

you all to Somersetshire, and I propose that the

marriage shall take place from my house, and not

from yours. Do you refuse ?"

"
It is contrary to the usual course of proceeding

in such cases, Eichard," Sir Joseph began.
" Do you refuse ?" reiterated Turlington.

"
I
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tell you plainly, I shall place a construction of

my own upon your motive if you do."

"No, Packard," said Sir Joseph quietly,
c l

accept."

Turlington drew back a step in silence. Sir

Joseph had turned the tables on him, and had

taken him by surprise.

"It will upset several plans, and be strongly

objected to by the ladies," proceeded the old gen-

tleman. " But if nothing less will satisfy you, I

say, Yes ! I shall have occasion, when we meet

to-morrow at Muswell Hill, to appeal to your in-

dulgence under circumstances which may greatly

astonish you. The least I can do in the mean

time is to set an example of friendly sympathy

and forbearance on my side. No more now.

Pachard. Hush ! the music !"

It was impossible to make him explain himself

further that night. Turlington was left to inter-

pret Sir Joseph's mysterious communication with

such doubtful aid to success as his own unassisted

ingenuity might afford.

The meeting of the next day at Muswell Hill

had for its object as Turlington had already been
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informed the drawing of Natalie's marriage set-

tlement. Was the question of money at the

bottom of Sir Joseph's contemplated appeal to his

indulgence ? He thought of his commercial posi-

tion. The depression in the Levant trade still

continued. Never had his business at any pre-

vious time required such constant attention, and

repaid that attention with so little profit. The

Bills of Lading had been already used by the firm,

in the ordinary course of trade, to obtain possession

of the goods. The duplicates in the hands of

Bulpit Brothers were literally waste paper. Be-

payment of the loan of forty thousand pounds

(with interest) was due in less than a month's

time. There was his commercial position ! "Was

it possible that money-loving Sir Joseph had any

modification to propose in the matter of his

daughter's dowry ? The bare dread that it might

be so, struck him cold. He quitted the house

and forgot to wish Natalie good-night.

Meanwhile, Launce had left the evening party

before him and Launce also found matter for

serious reflection presented to his mind before ho

slept that night. In other words, he found, on
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reaching his lodgings, a letter from his "brother,

marked "
private." Had the inquiry into the

secrets of Turlington's early life now prolonged

over some weeks led to positive results at last ?

Launce eagerly opened the letter. It contained a

Report and a Summary. He passed at once to

the Summary, and read these words :

"If you only want moral evidence to satisfy

your own mind, your end is gained. There is,

morally, no doubt that Turlington and the sea

captain who cast the foreign sailor overboard to

drown, are one and the same man. Legally, the

matter is beset by difficulties
; Turlington having

destroyed all provable connection between his

present self and his past life. There is only one

chance for us. A sailor on board the ship (who

was in his master's secrets) is supposed to be still

living (under his master's protection). All the

black deeds of Turlington's early life are known

to this man. He can prove the facts, if we can

find him, and make it worth his while to speak.

Under what alias he is hidden we do not know.

His own name is Thomas Wildfang. If we aro

to make the attempt to find him, not a moment ia
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to be lost. The expenses may be serious. Let

me know whether we are to go on, or whether

enough has been done to attain the end you have

in view."

Enough had been done not only to satisfy

Launce, but to produce the right effect on Sir

Joseph's mind if Sir Joseph proved obdurate when

the secret of the marriage was revealed. Launce

wrote a line directing the stoppage of the proceed-

ings at the point which they had now reached.

" Here is a reason for her not marrying Turling-

ton." he said to himself, as he placed the papers

under lock and key.
" And if she doesn't marry

Turlington," he added, with a lover's logic,
"
why

shouldn't she marry Me ?"
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EIGHTH SCENE.

THE LIBRARY.

THE next day Sir Joseph Graybrooke ;
Sir Joseph's

lawyer, Mr. Dicas (highly respectable and im-

mensely rich) ;
and Richard Turlington, were as-

sembled in the library at Muswell Hill, to

discuss the question of Natalie's marriage settle-

ment

After the usual preliminary phrases had been

exchanged, Sir Joseph showed some hesitation in

openly approaching the question which the little

party of three had met to debate. He avoided

. his lawyer's eye ;
and he looked at Turlington

rather uneasily.
"
Richard," he began at last,

" when I spoke to

you about your marriage on board the yacht, I

said I would give my daughter
"

Either his

courage or his breath failed him at that point.
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He was obliged to wait a moment "before lie could

go on.

" I said I would give my daughter half my for-

tune on her marriage," he resumed. "Forgivo

me, Eichard. I can't do it !"

Mr. Dicas, waiting for his instructions, laid

down his pen, and looked at Sir Joseph's son-in-

law elect. What would Mr. Turlington say ?

He said nothing. Sitting opposite the window,

he rose when Sir Joseph spoke, and placed him-

self at the other side of ths table, with his back

to the light.

"My eyes are weak this morning," no caid, ia

an unnaturally low tone of voice. "The light

hurts them."

He could find no more plausible excuse than

that for concealing his face in shadow from the

scrutiny of the two men on either side of him.

The continuous moral irritation of his unhappy

courtship a courtship which had never advanced

beyond the frigid familiarity of kissing Natalie's

hand in the presence of others had physically

deteriorated him. Even his hardy nerves "bogan

to feel the long strain of suspicion that had
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been laid unremittingly on them for weeks past

His power of self-control he knew it himself

was not to be relied on. He could hide his face :

lie could no longer command it.

"Did you hear what I said, Richard ?"

" I heard. Go on."

Sir Joseph proceeded, gathering confidence as he

advanced.

" Half my fortune !" he repeated.
"
It's parting

with half my life
;

it's saying good-bye for ever to

my dearest friend ! My money has been such a

comfort to me, Richard
;
such a pleasant occupa-

tion for my mind. I know no reading so interest-

ing and so instructive as the reading of one's

banker's book. To watch the outgoings on one

side," said Sir Joseph, with a gentle and pathetic

solemnity,
" and the incomings on the other the

sad lessening of the balance at one time, and the

cheering and delightful growth of it at another

what absorbing reading ! The best novel that ever

was written isn't to be mentioned in a breath with

it. I cannot, Richard, I really can not, see my
nice round balance shrink up to half the figure

that I have been used to for a life-time. It may
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be weak of me," proceeded Sir Joseph, evidently

feeling that it was not weak of him at all,
" but

we all have our tender place, and my banker's

book is mine. Besides, it isn't as if you wanted

it. If you wanted it, of course But you don't

want it. You are a rich man
; you are marrying

my dear Natalie for love, not for money. You

and she and my grandchildren will have it all at

my death. It can make no difference to you to

wait a few years till the old man's chair at the

fireside is empty. Will you say the fourth part,

Eichard, instead of the half ? Twenty thousand,"

pleaded Sir Joseph, piteously.
" I can bear twenty

thousand off. For God's sake don't ask ine for

more !"

The lips of the lawyer twisted themselves sourly

into an ironical smile. He was quite as fond of

his money as Sir Joseph. He ought to have felt

for his client; but rich men have no sympathy

with one another. Mr. Dicas openly despised Sir

Joseph.

There was a pause. The robin-redbreasts in the

shrubbery outside must have had prodigious ba-

lances at their bankers; they hopped up on the win-
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dow-sill so fearlessly ; they looked in with so little

respect at the two rich men.

"Don't keep me in suspense, Eichard," pro-

ceeded Sir Joseph. "Speak out. Is it yes or

no?"

Turlington struck his hand excitedly on the

table, and burst out on a sudden with the answer

which had been so strangely delayed.
"
Twenty thousand with all my heart !" he said.

"On this condition, Graybrooke, that every far-

thing of it is settled on Natalie, and on her children

after her. Not a halfpenny to me !" he cried mag-

nanimously, in his brassiest tones.
" Not a half-

penny to me S"

Let no man say the rich are heartless. Sir

Joseph seized his son-in-law's hand in silence, and

burst into tears.

Mr. Dicas; habitually a silent man, uttered the

.first two words that had escaped him since the

business began.
"
Highly creditable," he said, and

took a note of his instructions on the spot.

From that point the business of the settlement

flowed smoothly on to its destined end. Sir Joseph

.explained his views at the fullest length, and the
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lawyer's pen kept pace with him. Turlington, re-

maining in his place at the tahle, restricted himself

to a purely passive part in the proceedings. He

answered briefly, when it was absolutely necessary

to speak, and he agreed with the two elders in

everything. A man has no attention to place at.

the disposal of other people when he stands at a

crisis in his life. Turlington stood at that crisis^

at the trying moment when Sir Joseph's unexpected,

proposal pressed instantly for a reply. Two merci-

less alternatives confronted him. Either he must,

repay the borrowed forty thousand pounds on the-

day when repayment was due or he must ask

Bulpit Brothers to grant him an extension of time,,

and so inevitably provoke an examination into the-

fraudulent security deposited with the firm, which

could end in but one way. His last, literally his.

last chance, after Sir Joseph had diminished the

promised dowry by one half, was to adopt the

high-minded tone which became his position, and

to conceal the tri* th, until he could reveal it to his.

father-in-law in the privileged character of Nata-

lie's husband. " I owe forty thousand pounds, sir,.

in a fortnight's time, and I have not got a farthing
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of my own. Pay for me, or you will see your son-

in-law's name in the Bankrupt's List." For his

daughter's sake who could doubt it ? Sir Joseph

would produce the money. The one thing needful

was to be married in time. If either by accident,

or treachery, Sir Joseph was led into deferring the

appointed day, by so much as a fortnight only, the

fatal
"
call

"
would come, and the firm of Pizzituti,

Turlington, and Branca would appear in the Ga-

zette.

So he reasoned, standing on the brink of the

terrible discovery which was soon to reveal to him

that Natalie was the wife of another man.

"Pachard!"

"Mr. Turlington!"

He started, and roused his attention to present

things. Sir Joseph on one side, and the lawyer

on the other, were both appealing to him, and both

regarding him with looks of amazement.

"Have you done with the settlement?" he

asked.

" My dear Eichard, we have done with it long

since," replied Sir Joseph.
" Have you really not

heard what I have been saying for the last quarter

8 2
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of an hour to Mr. Dicas here ? What can yon

have been thinking of ?"

Turlington did not attempt to answer the ques-

tion.
"Am I interested," he asked,

" in what you

have been saying to Mr. Dicas ?"

"You shall judge for yourself," answered Sir

Joseph, mysteriously; "I have been giving Mr.

Dicas his instructions for making my Will. I

wish the Will and the Marriage Settlement to be

executed at the same time. Eead the instructions,

Mr. Dicas."

Sir Joseph's contemplated Will proved to have

two merits it was simple, and it was short. Ex-

cepting one or two trifling legacies to distant rela-

tives, he had no one to think of (Miss Lavinia

being already provided for) but his daughter, and

the children who might be born of her marriage.

In its various provisions, made with these two

main objects in view, the Will followed the pre-

cedents established in such cases. It differed in

no important respect from the tens of thousands

of other wills made under similar circumstances.

Sir Joseph's motive in claiming especial attention

for it still remained unexplained, when Mr. Dicaa
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reached the clause devoted to the appointment of

executors and trustees
;
and announced that this

portion of the document was left in blank.

"
Sir Joseph Graybrooke, are you prepared to

name the persons whom you appoint ?" asked the

lawyer.

Sir Joseph rose, apparently for the purpose of

giving special importance to the terms in which

he answered his lawyer's question.

" I appoint," he said,
"
as sole executor and trus-

tee Pdchard Turlington."

It was no easy matter to astonish Mr. Dicas.

Sir Joseph's reply absolutely confounded him. He

looked across the table at his client, and delivered

himself on this special occasion of as many as

three words.

" Are you mad ?" he asked.

Sir Joseph's healthy complexion slightly red-

dened. " I never wras in more complete possession

of myself, Mr. Dicas, than at this moment."

Mr. Dicas was not to be silenced in that way.
" Are you aware of what you do," persisted the

lawyer, "if you appoint Mr. Turlington as sole ex-

ecutor and trustee ? You put it in the power of
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your daughter's husband, sir, to make away with

every farthing of your money after your death."

Turlington had hitherto listened with an appear-

ance of interest in the proceedings, which he as-

sumed as an act of politeness. To his view, the

future was limited to the date at which Bulpit

Brothers had a right to claim the repayment of

their loan. The Will was a matter of no earthly

importance to him, by comparison with the in-

finitely superior interest of the Marriage. It was

only when the lawyer's brutally plain language

forced his attention to it, that the question of his

pecuniary interest in his father-in-law's death as-

sumed its fit position in his mind.

His colour rose ; and he too showed that he was

offended by what Mr. Dicas had just said.

" Not a word, Richard ! Let me speak for you

as well as for myself," said Sir Joseph. "For

seven years past," he continued, turning to the

lawyer,
" I have been accustomed to place the most

unlimited trust in Richard Turlington. His disin-

terested advice has enabled me largely to increase

my income, without placing a farthing of the prin-

cipal in jeopardy. On more than one occasion, I
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have entreated him to make use of my money in

his "business. He has invariably refused to do so.

Even his bitterest enemies, sir, have been obliged

to acknowledge that my interests were safe when

committed to his care. Am I to be^in distrustin^O O

him, now that I am about to give him my daughter

in marriage ? Am I to leave it on record that I

doubt him for the first time when my Will is

opened after my death ? No ! I can confide the

management of the fortune which my child will

inherit after me, to no more competent or more

honourable hands than the hands of the man who

is to marry her. I maintain my appointment, Mr.

Dicas ! I persist in placing the whole responsi-

bility under my Will in my son-in-law's care."

Turlington attempted to speak. The lawyer at-

tempted to speak. Sir Joseph with a certain

simple dignity which had its effect on both of them

- declined to hear a word on either side.
"
No,

Eichard ! as long as I am alive this is my business

not yours. No, Mr. Dicas ! I understand that it

is your business to protest professionally. You

have protested. Fill in the blank space as I have

told you. Or leave the instructions on the
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and I will send for the nearest solicitor to complete

them in your place."

Those words put the lawyer's position plainly

"before him. He had no choice but to do as he

was bid, or to lose a good client. He did as he

was bid, and grimly left the room.

Sir Joseph, with old-fashioned politeness, fol-

lowed him as far as the hall Returning to the

library to say a few friendly words, before finally

dismissing the subject of the Will, he found himself

seized by the arm, and dragged without ceremony

in Turlington's powerful grasp, to the window.

" Eichard !

"
he exclaimed,

" what does <his

mean ?
"

" Look !

"
cried the other, pointing through the

window to a grassy walk in the grounds, bounded

on either side by shrubberies, and situated at a little

distance from the house.
" Who is that man ?

quick ! before we lose sight of him the man cross-

ing there from one shrubbery to the other ?" Sir

Joseph failed to recognize the figure before it dis-

appeared. Turlington whispered fiercely, close to

his ear
" Launcelot Linzie 1"

In perfect good faith Sir Joseph declared that
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the man could not possibly have been Launce.

Turlington's frenzy of jealous suspicion was not to

be so easily calmed. He asked significantly for

Natalie. She was reported to be walking in the

grounds.
" I knew it !" he said, with an oath

and hurried out instantly to discover the truth for

himself

Some little time elapsed before he came back to

the house. He had discovered Natalie alone.

Not a sign of Launce had rewarded his search.

For the hundredth time he had offended Natalie.

For the hundredth time he was compelled to appeal

to the indulgence of her father and her aunt. "
It

won't happen again," he said, sullenly penitent.

" You will find me quite another man when I have

got you all at my house in the country. Mind !"

he burst out, with a furtive look, which expressed

liis inveterate distrust of Natalie and of every one

about her :

" Mind ! it's settled that you all come to

me in Somersetshire, on Monday next." Sir Joseph

answered rather drily that it was settled. Tur-

lington turned to leave the room and suddenly

came back. "It's understood," he went on, ad-

dressing Miss Lavinia,
" that the seventh of next
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month is the date fixed for the marriage. Not a

day later !" Miss Lavinia replied rather drily, on

her side, "Of course, Richard; not a day later."

He muttered,
" All right" and hurriedly left them.

Half an hour afterwards Natalie came in, looking

a little confused.

"Has he gone ?" she asked, whispering to her aunt.

Relieved on this point, she made straight for the

library a room which she rarely entered, at that,

or any other period of the day. Miss Lavinia fol-

lowed her, curious to know what it meant. Natalie

hurried to the window, and waved her handker-

chiefevidently making a signal to some one out-

side. Miss Lavinia instantly joined her, and took

her sharply by the hand.

" Is it possible, Natalie ?" she asked. " Has

Launcelot Linzie really been here, unknown to your

father or to me ?"

" Where is the harm ifhe has ?" answered Natalie,

with a sudden outbreak of temper.
" Am I never

to see my cousin again, because Mr. Turlington

happens to be jealous of him ?"

She suddenly turned away her head. The rich

colour flowed over her face and neck Miss Lavinia,
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proceeding sternly with the administration of the

necessary reproof, was silenced midway by a new

change in her niece's variable temper. Natalie

burst into tears. Satisfied with this appearance of

sincere contrition, the old lady consented to over-

look what had happened; and, for this occasion

only, to keep her niece's secret. They would all

be in Somersetshire, she remarked, before any more

breaches of discipline could be committed. Pdchard

had fortunately made no discoveries
;
and the matter

might safely be trusted, all things considered, to

rest where it was.

Miss Lavinia might possibly have taken a less

hopeful view ofthe circumstances, if she had known

that one of the men-servants at Muswell Hill was

in Pdchard Turlington's pay and that this servant

had seen Launce leave the grounds by the back

garden gate.
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THE DRA WING-ROOM.

* AMELIA !"

"
Say something.**

" Ask him to sit down."

Thus addressing one another in whispers, the

three step-daughters of Lady "VVinwood stood be-

wildered in their own drawing-room, helplessly

confronting an object which appeared before them

on the threshold of the door.

The date was the 23rd of December. The time

was between two and three in the afternoon. The

occasion was the return of the three sisters from

the Committee meeting of the Sacred Concerts'

Society. And the object was Pdchard Turlington.

He stood hat in hand at the door, amazed by his

reception.
"
I have come up this morning from

Somersetshire," he said.
" Haven't you heard ? A
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matter of business at the office has forced me to

leave my guests at my house in the country. I

return to them to-morrow. When I say my guests,

I mean the Graybrookes. Don't you know they

are staying with me ? Sir Joseph and Miss Lavinia

and Natalie ?" On the utterance of Natalie's

name, the sisters roused themselves. They turned

about and regarded each other with looks of dismay.

Turlington's patience began to fail him. "Will

you be so good as to tell me what all this means ?"

he said, a little sharply.
" Miss Lavinia asked me

to call here when she heard I was coming to town.

I was to take charge of a pattern for a dress, which

she said you would give me. You ought to have

received a telegram explaining it all, hours since.

Has the message not reached you ?"

The leading spirit of the three sisters was Miss

Amelia. She was the first who summoned presence

of mind enough to give a plain answer to Turling-

ton's plain question.

"We received the telegram this morning," she

said.
"
Something has happened since which has

shocked and surprised us. We beg your pardon."

She turned to one of her sisters. "Sophia, the
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pattern is ready in the drawer of that table behind

you. Give it to Mr. Turlington."

Sophia produced the packet. Before she handed

it to the visitor, she looked at her sister.
"
Ought

we to let Mr. Turlington go," she asked,
" as if no-

thing had happened ?"

Amelia considered silently with herself. Doro-

thea, the third sister (who had not spoken yet),

came forward with a suggestion. She proposed,

before proceeding further, to inquire whether Lady

Winwood was in the house. The idea was in-

stantly adopted. Sophia rang the bell. Amelia

put the questions when the servant appeared.

Lady "Winwood had left the house for a drive

immediately after luncheon. Lord Winwood

inquired for next had accompanied her ladyship.

No message had been left indicating the hour of

their return.

The sisters looked at Turlington, uncertain what

to say or do next. Miss Amelia addressed him av>

soon as the servant had left the room.

"Is it possible for you to remain here until

either my father or Lady Winwood return V she

asked.
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"It is quite impossible. Minutes are of im-

portance to me to-day."

" Will you give us one of your minutes ? We
want to consider something which we may have to

say to you before you go."

Turlington, wondering, took a chair. Miss

Amelia put the case before her sisters from the

sternly conscientious point of view, at the opposite

end of the room.

" We have not found out this abominable decep-

tion by any underhand means," she said. "The

discovery has been forced upon us, and we stand

pledged to nobody to keep the secret. Knowing

as we do how cruelly this gentleman has been

used, it seems to me that we are bound in honour

to open his eyes to the truth. If we remain silent

we make ourselves Lady Winwood's accomplices.

I, for one I don't care what may come of it

refuse to do that."

Her sisters agreed with her. The first chance

their clever stepmother had given them of assert-

ing their importance against hers was now in their

hands. Their jealous hatred of Lady Winwood

assumed the mask of Duty duty towards an out-
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raged and deceived fellow-creature. Could any

earthly motive be purer than that ?
" Tell him,

Amelia !" cried the two young ladies, with the

headlong recklessness of the sex which only stops

to think when the time for reflection has gone by.

A vague sense of something wrong began to stir

uneasily in Turlington's mind.

" Don't let me hurry you," he said,
" but if you

really have anything to tell me "

Miss Amelia summoned her courage, and began.
" We have something very dreadful to tell you,"

she said, interrupting him. " You have been pre-

sented in this house, Mr. Turlington, as a gentle-

man engaged to marry Lady "VViriwood's cousin,

Miss Natalie Graybrooke." She paused there at

the outset of the disclosure. A sudden change of

expression passed over Turlington's face, which

daunted her for the moment. " We have hitherto

understood," she went on, "that you were to be

married to that young lady early in next month."

"Well?"

He could say that one word. Looking at their

pale faces, and their eager eyes, he could say no

more.
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" Take care!" whispered Dorothea, in her sister's

ear.
" Look at him, Amelia ! Not too soon."

Amelia went on carefully.

" We have just returned from a musical meet-

ing," she said.
" One of the ladies there was an

acquaintance, a former school-fellow of ours. She

is the wife of the rector of St. Columb Major a

large church, far from this at the East-end of

London."

" I know nothing about the woman or the

church," interposed Turlington, sternly.

" I must beg you to wait a little. I can't tell

you what I want to tell you unless I refer to the

rector's wife. She knows Lady Winwood by name.

And she heard of Lady Winwood recently under

very strange circumstances circumstances con-

nected with a signature in one of the books of the

church."

Turlington lost his self-control. "You have

got something against my Natalie," he burst out
;

"
I know it by your whispering, I see it in your

looks ! Say it at once in plain words."

There was no trifling with him now. In plain

words Amelia said it.

9
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There was silence in the room. They could

v
ear the sound of passing footsteps in the street*

lie stood perfectly still on the spot where they had

struck him dumb by the disclosure, supporting

himself with his right hand laid on the head ol!

a sofa near him. The sisters drew back horror-

struck into the farthest corner of the room. His

face turned them cold. Through the mute misery

which it had expressed at first, there appeared,

slowly forcing its way to view, a look of deadly

vengeance which froze them to the soul. They

whispered feverishly one to the other, without

knowing what they were talking of, without hear-

ing their own voices. One of them said,
"
Pang-

the bell !" Another said,
"
Offer him something,

he will faint." The third shuddered, and repeated,

over and over again,
" Why did we do it ? Why

did we do it ?"

He silenced them on the instant by speaking on

his side. He came on slowly, by a step at a time,

with, the big drops of agony falling slowly over his

ragged face. He said, in a hoarse whisper,
" Write

me down the name of the church there." He
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held out his open pocket-book to Amelia, while he

spoke. She steadied herself, and wrote the ad-

dress. She tried to say a word to soften him.

The word died on her lips. There was a light in

his eyes as they looked at her, which transfigured

his face to something superhuman and devilish.

She turned away from him, shuddering.

He put the book back in his pocket, and passed

his handkerchief over his face. After a moment

of indecision, he suddenly and swiftly stole out of

the room, as if he was afraid of their calling some-

body in, and stopping him. At the door he turned

round for a moment, and said,
" You will hear how

this ends. I wish you good morning."

The door closed on him. Left by themselves,

they began to realize it. They thought of the con-

sequences when his back was turned and it was

too late.

The Graybrookes ! Now he knew it, what

would become of the Graybrookes ? "What would

he do when he got back? Even at ordinary

times when he was on his best behaviour he

was a rough man. What would happen ? Oh

good God I what would happen when he and

92
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Natalie next stood face to face ? It was a lonely

house Natalie had told them about it no neigh-

bours near
; nobody by to interfere but the weak

old father and the maiden aunt. Something ought

to be done. Some steps ought to be taken to warn

them. Advice who could give advice ? Who

was the first person who ought to be told of what

had happened ? Lady Winwood ? No, even at

that crisis the sisters still shrank from their step-

mother still hated her with the old hatred ! Not

a word to her ! They owed no duty to her ! Who

else could they appeal to ? To their father ? Yes !

There was the person to advise them. In the

meanwhile, silence towards their stepmother

silence towards every one till their father came

back !

They waited and waited. One after another

the precious hours, pregnant with the issues of life-

and death, followed each other on the dial. Lady

Winwood returned alone. She had left her hus-

band at the House of Lords. Dinner-time came,

and brought with it a note from his lordship.

There was a debate at the House. Lady Winwood

and his daughters were not to wit dinner for him.
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GREEN ANCHOR LANE.

AN hour later than the time at which he had been

expected, Eichard Turlington appeared at his office

in the city.

He met beforehand all the inquiries which the

marked change in him must otherwise have pro-

voked, by announcing that he was ill. Before he

proceeded to business, he asked if anybodywas wait-

ing to see him. One of the servants from Muswell

Hill was waiting with another parcel for Miss

Lavinia, ordered by telegram from the country that

morning. Turlington (after ascertaining the ser-

vant's name) received the man in his private room.

He there heard, for the first time, that Launcelot

Linzie had been lurking in the grounds (exactly

as he had supposed) on the day when the lawyer
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took his instructions for the Settlement and the

Will

In two hours more, Turlington's work was com-

pleted. On leaving the office as soon as he was

out of sight of the door he turned eastward, in-

stead of taking the way that led to his own house

in town. Pursuing his course, he entered the

labyrinth of streets which led, in that quarter of

East London, to the unsavoury neighbourhood of

the river side.

By this time his mind was made up. The fore-

east shadow of meditated crime travelled before

him already, as he threaded his way among his

fellow-men.

He had been to the vestry of St. Columb Major,

and had satisfied himself that he was misled by no

false report There was the entry in the Marriage

Register. The one unexplained mystery was the

mystery of Launce's conduct in permitting his wife

to return to her father's house. Utterly unable to

account for this proceeding, Turlington could only

accept facts as they were, and determine to make

the most of his time, while the woman who had

deceived him was still under his roof. A hideous
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expression crossed his face as lie realized the idea

that he had got her (unprotected by her husband)

in his house. " When Launcelot Linzie does come

to claim her," he said to himself,
" he shall find I

have been even with him." He looked at his watch.

"Was it possible to save the last train and get back

that night ? No the last train had gone. "Would

she take advantage of his absence to escape ? He

had little fear of it. She would never have allowed

her aunt to send him to Lord "Winwood's house, if

she had felt the slightest suspicion of his discover-

ing the truth in that quarter. Returning by the

first train the next morning, he might feel sure of

getting back in time. Meanwhile, he had the

hours of the night before him. He could give his

mind to the serious question that must be settled

before he left London the question of repaying

the forty thousand pounds. There was but one

way of getting the money now. Sir Joseph had

executed his Will; Sir Joseph's death would leave

his sole executor and trustee (the lawyer had said

it
!)
master of his fortune. Turlington determined

to be master of it in four-and-twenty hours

striking the blow, without risk to himself, by
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means of another hand. In the face of the proba-

bilities, in the face of the facts, he had now firmly

persuaded himself that Sir Joseph was privy to

the fraud that had been practised on him. The

Marriage Settlement, the Will, the presence of the

family at his country house all these he believed

to be so many stratagems invented to keep him

deceived until the last moment. The truth was in

those words which he had overheard between Sir

Joseph and Launce and in Launce's presence

(privately encouraged, no doubt) at Muswell HilL

"Her father shall pay me for it doubly : with hia

purse and with his life." With that thought in his

heart, Richard Turlington wound his way through

the streets by the river side, and stopped at a

blind alley called Green Anchor Lane, infamous

to this day as the chosen resort of the most

abandoned wretches whom London can produce.

The policeman at the corner cautioned him as

he turned into the alley.
"
They won't hurt me /"

he answered, and walked on to a public-house at

the bottom of the lane.

The landlord at the door silently recognized

him, and led the way in. They crossed a room
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filled -with sailors of all nations drinking ; ascended

a staircase at the back of the house, and stopped

at the door of a room on the second floor. There

the landlord spoke for the first time. "He has

outrun his allowance, sir, as usual You will find

him with hardly a rag on his back. I doubt if he

will last much longer. He had another fit of the

horrors last night, and the doctor thinks badly of

him." With that introduction he opened the door,

and Turlington entered the room.

On the miserable bed lay a grey-headed old

man, of gigantic stature, with nothing on him but

a ragged shirt and a pair of patched filthy trousers.

At the side of the bed, with a bottle of gin on the

ricketty table between them, sat two hideous, leer-

ing, painted monsters, wearing the dress of women.

The smell of opium was in the room, as well as the

smell of spirits.

At Turlington's appearance, the old man rose

on the bed and welcomed him with greedy eyes

and outstretched hands.

"Money, master!" he called out hoarsely.

" A crown piece in advance, for the sake of old

times!"
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Turlington turned to the -women without answer-

ing, purse in hand.

"His clothes are at the pawnbroker's, of course.

How much ?"

"
Thirty shillings."

"
Bring them here, and be quick about it. You

will find it worth your while when you come

back."

The women took the pawnbroker's tickets from

the pockets of the man's trousers and hurried

out.

Turlington closed the door, and seated himself

by the bedside. He laid his hand familiarly on

the giant's mighty shoulder
;
looked him full in the

face, and said in a whisper :

"Thomas Wildfang!"

The man started, and drew his huge hairy hand

across his eyes, as if in doubt whether he was

waking or sleeping.
"
It's better than ten years,

master, since you called me by my name. If I am

Thomas Wildfang, what are You I"

" Yuur captain, once more."

Thomas Wildfang sat up on the side of the bccl,
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and spoke his next words cautiously in Turlington a

ear.

" Another man in the way ?'*

"Yes."

The giant shook his bald bestial head dolefully.

* Too late. I'm past the job. Look here."

He held up his hand, and showed it trembling

incessantly. "I'm an old man," he said, and let

his hand drop heavily again on the bed beside

him.

Turlington looked at the door, and whispered

back

" The man is as old as you are. And the money

is worth having."
" How much r

"A hundred pounds."

The eyes of Thomas Wildfang fastened greedily

on Turlington's face. "Let's hear," he said. "Softly,

captu . Let's hear."*******
When the women came back with the clothes,

Turlington had left the room. Their promised re-

ward lay waiting for them on the table, and

Thomas Wildfang was eager to dress himself and
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be gone. They could get but one answer from him

io every question they put. He had business in

hand, which was not to be delayed. They would

see him again in a day or two, with money in his

purse. With that assurance he took his cudgel

from the corner of the room, and stalked out swiftly

by the Lack door of the house into the night.
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ELEVENTH SCENE.

OUTSIDE THE HOUSE.

THE evening was chilly, but not cold for the timo

of year. There was no moon. The stars were

out, and the wind was quiet. Upon the whole, the

inhabitants of the little Somersetshire village of

Baxdale agreed that it was as fine a Christmas Eve

as they could remember for some years past.

Towards eight in the evening the one small

street of the village was empty, except at that

part of it which was occupied by the public-house.

For the most part, people gathered round their fire-

sides, with an eye to their suppers, and watched

the process of cooking comfortably indoors. The

old bare grey church, situated at some little dis-

tance from the village, looked a lonelier object

than usual in the dim starlight. The vicarage,

nestling close under the shadow of the church
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tower, threw no illumination of firelight or candle-

light on the dreary scene. The clergyman's shut-

ters fitted well, and the clergyman's curtains were

closely drawn. The one ray of light that cheered

the wintry darkness streamed from the unguarded

window of a lonely house, separated from the

vicarage by the whole length of the churchyard.

A man stood at the window, holding back the

shutter, and looking out attentively over the dim

void of the burial ground. The man was Eichard

Turlington. The room in which he was watching

was a room in his own house.

A momentary spark of light flashed up, as from

a kindled match, in the burial ground. Turlington

instantly left the empty room in which he had

been watching. Passing down the back garden of

the house, and crossing a narrow lane at the

bottom of it, he opened a gate in a low stone wall

beyond, and entered the churchyard. The shadowy

figure of a man of great stature, lurking among the

graves, advanced to meet him. Midway in the

dark and lonely place, the two stopped and con-

sulted together in whispers. Turlington spoke

first
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" Have you taken up your quarters at the public-

house in the village ?"

"
Yes, master."

"Did you find your way, while the daylight

lasted, to the deserted malthouse behind my
orchard wall ?"

"
Yes, master."

"Now listen we have no tinie to lose. Hide

there, behind that monument. Before nine o'clock

to-night you will see me cross the churchyard, as

far as this place, with the man you are to wait for.

He is going to spend an hour with the vicar, at

the house yonder. I shall stop short here, and say

to him,
' You can't miss your way in the dark now

I will go back/ When I am far enough away

from him, I shall blow a call on my whistle. The

moment you hear the call, follow the man, and

drop him before he gets out of the churchyard.

Have you got your cudgel ?"

Thomas Wildfang held up his cudgel. Tur-

lington took him by the arm, and felt it sus-

piciously.

"You have had an attack of the horrors,
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already," he said. "What does this trembling

mean T'

He took a spirit-flask from his pocket as he

spoke. Thomas Wildfang snatched it out of liis

hand, and emptied it at a draught. "All right

now, master," he said. Turlington felt his arm

once more. It was steadier already. Wildfang

brandished his cudgel, and struck a heavy blow

with it on one of the turf-mounds near them.

" Will that drop him, captain ?" he asked.

Turlington went on with his instructions.

" Rob him when you have dropped him. Take

his money and his jewellery. I want to have the

killing of him attributed to robbery as the motive.

Make sure before you leave him that he is dead.

Then go to the malthouse. There is no fear of

your being seen; all the people will be indoors,

keeping Christmas Eve. You will find a change

of clothes hidden in the malthouse, and an old

cauldron full of quicklime. Destroy the clothes

you have got on, and dress yourself in the othei

clothes that you find. Follow the cross-road,

and when it brings you into the high road, turn to

the left; a four-mile walk will take you to the
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town of Harminster. Sleep there to-night, and

travel to London by the train in the morning.

The next day go to my office, see the head clerk,

and say,
' I have come to sign my receipt.' Sign

it in your own name, and you will receive your

hundred pounds. There are your instructions.

Do you understand them ?"

Wildfang nodded his head in silent token

/that he understood, and disappeared again

-among the graves. Turlington went back to the

house.

He had advanced mid-way across the garden,

when he was startled by the sound of footsteps in

the lane at that part of it which skirted one of

tthe corners of the house. Hastening forward, he

placed himself behind a projection in the wall, so

as to see the person pass across the stream of light

from the uncovered window of the room that he

had left. The stranger was walking rapidly. All

'Turlington could see, as he crossed the field of light,

was that his hat was pulled over his eyes, and that

he had a thick beard and moustachio. Describing

the man to the servant on entering the house, ho

*vas informed that a stranger with a large beard had

10
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been seen about the neighbourhood for some days

past. The account he had given of himself stated

that he was a surveyor, engaged in taking measure-

ments for a new map of that part of the country,

shortly to be published.

The guilty mind of Turlington was far from feel-

ing satisfied with the meagre description of the

stranger thus rendered. He could not be engaged

in surveying in the dark. What could he want in

the desolate neighbourhood of the house and

churchyard at that time of night ?

The man wanted what the man found a little-

lower down the lane, hidden in a dismantled part

of the churchyard wall a letter from a young lady*

Head by the light of the pocket lantern which he-

carried with him, the letter first congratulated this-

person on the complete success of his disguise

and then promised that the writer would be ready

at her bedroom window for flight the next morning,,

before the house was astir. The signature wa*
"
Natalie," and the person addressed was " Dearest

Launce."

In the meanwhile, Turlington barred the window-

shutters of the room, and looked at his watch. It
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wanted only a quarter to nine o'clock. He took

his dog-whistle from the chimney-piece, and turned

his steps at once in the direction of the drawing-

room, in which his guests were passing the even-

ing.
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TWELFTH SCENE.

INSIDE THE HOUSE.

THE scene in the drawing-room represented the

ideal of domestic comfort. The fire of wood and

coal mixed burnt brightly ;
the lamps shed a soft

glow of light ;
the solid shutters and the thick red

curtains kept the cold night air on the outer side

of two long windows, which opened on the back

garden. Snug arm-chairs were placed in every

part of the room. In one of them Sir Joseph

reclined, fast asleep ;
in another, Miss Lavinia sat

knitting ;
a third chair, apart from the rest, near a

round table in one corner of the room, was occu-

pied by Natalie. Her head was resting on her

hand
;
an unread book lay open on her lap. She

looked pale and harassed
; anxiety and suspense

had worn her down to the shadow of her former

eel On entering the room, Turlington purposely
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closed the door with a bang. Natalie started.

Miss Lavinia looked up reproachfully. The object

was achieved Sir Joseph was roused from his

sleep.

" If you are going to the vicar's to-night, Gray-

brooke," said Turlington,
"

it's time you were off,

isn't it ?"

Sir Joseph rubbed his eyes, and looked at the-

clock on the mantelpiece.
"
Yes, yes, liichard," he

answered drowsily,
" I suppose I must go. Where

is my hat ?"

His sister and his daughter both joined in trying

to persuade him to send an excuse, instead of grop-

ing his way to the vicarage in the dark. Sir Joseph

hesitated as usual. He and the vicar had run up

a sudden friendship, on the strength of their com-

mon enthusiasm for the old-fashioned game of

backgammon. Victorious over his opponent on the

previous evening at Turlington's house, Sir Joseph

had promised to pass that evening at the vicarage,

and give the vicar his revenge. Observing his

indecision, Turlington cunningly irritated him by

affecting to believe that he was really unwilling to

venture out in the dark.
"

I'll see you safe across
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the churchyard," he said
;

" and the vicar's servant

will see you safe back." The tone in which he

spoke instantly roused Sir Joseph.
" I am not in

my second childhood yet, Eichard," he replied,

testily.
" I can find my way by myself." lie

kissed his daughter on the forehead. "No fear,

Natalie. I shall be back in time for the mulled

claret. No, Eichard, I won't trouble you. lie

kissed his hand to his sister and went out into the

hall for his hat; Turlington following him with a

rough apology, and asking as a favour to be per-

mitted to accompany him part of the way only.

The ladies, left behind in the drawing-room, heard

the apology accepted by kind-hearted Sir Joseph.

The two went out together.

" Have you noticed Eichard since his return ?"

asked Miss Lavinia.
" I fancy he must have heard

bad news in London. He looks as if he had some-

thing on his mind."

" I haven't remarked it, aunt."

For the time, no more was said. Miss Lavinia

went monotonously on with her knitting. Natalie

pursued her own anxious thoughts over the unread

pages of the book in her lap. Suddenly, the deep
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isiience out of doors and in was broken by a slirill

whistle, sounding from the direction of the church-

yard. Natalie started with a faint cry of alarm.

Miss Lavinia looked up from her knitting.

" My dear child ! your nerves must be sadly out

of order. What is there to be frightened at ?"

" I'm not very well, aunt. It is so still here at

night, the slightest noises startle me."

There was another interval of silence. It was

past nine o'clock when they heard the back door

opened and closed again. Turlington came hur-

riedly into the drawing-room, as if he had some

reason for wishing to rejoin the ladies as soon as

possible. To the surprise of both of them, he sat

down abruptly in a corner, with his face to the

wall, and took up the newspaper, without casting

a look at them or uttering a word.

"
Is Joseph safe at the vicarage T asked Miss

Lavinia.

" All right." He gave the answer in a short, surly

tone, still without looking round.

Miss Lavinia tried him again.
" Did you hear a

whistle while you were out? It quite startled

Natalie in the stillness of this place."
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He turned half-way round. "My shepherd, 2

suppose," he said, after a pause,
"
whistling for his

<iog." He turned back again, and immersed him-

self in his newspaper.

Miss Lavinia beckoned to her niece, and pointed

significantly to Turlington. After one reluctant

look at him, Natalie laid her head wearily on her

aunt's shoulder. "Sleepy, my dear?" whispered

the old lady.
"
Uneasy, aunt I don't know why,"

Natalie whispered back. " I would give the world

to be in London, and to hear the carriages going

by, and the people talking in the street."

Turlington suddenly dropped his newspaper.
" What's the secret between you two ?" he called

out roughly.
" What are you whispering about T

" We wish not to disturb you over your reading,

that is all," said Miss Lavinia, coldly.
" Has any-

thing happened to vex you, Pachard ?"

" What the devil makes you think that ?"

The old lady was offended, and showed it by

saying nothing more. Natalie nestled closer to her

aunt. One after another the clock ticked off the

minutes with painful distinctness in the stillness

of the room. Turlington suddenly threw aside the
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newspaper and left his corner. "Let's be good

friends !" he burst cut, with a clumsy assumption

of gaiety.
" This isn't keeping Christmas Eve.

Let's talk and be sociable. Dearest Natalie !" He

threw his arm roughly round Natalie, and drew her

by main force away from her aunt. She turned

deadly pale, and struggled to release herself.
" I

am suffering I am ill let me go !" He was deaf

to her entreaties.
" What ! your husband that is to

be, treated in this way ? Mustn't I have a kiss ?

I will !" He held her closer with one hand, and,

seizing her head with the other, tried to turn her

lips to him. She resisted with the inbred nervous

strength which the weakest woman living has in

reserve when she is outraged. Half-indignant, half-

terrified, at Turlington's roughness, Miss Lavinia

rose to interfere. In a moment more he would

have had two women to overpower instead of one,

when a noise outside the window suddenly sus-

pended the ignoble struggle.

There was a sound of footsteps on the gravel

walk which ran between the house-wall and the

garden-lawn. It was followed by a tap a single

faint tap, no more on one of the panes of glass.
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They all three stood stilL For a moment

more, nothing was audible. Then there was a

heavy shock, as of something falling outside. Then

a groan; then another interval of silence a long

silence, interrupted no more.

Turlington's arm dropped from Natalie. She

drew back to her aunt. Looking at him instinc-

tively, in the natural expectation that he would

take the lead in penetrating the mystery of what

had happened outside the window, the two women

were thunderstruck to see that he was, to all ap-

pearance, more startled and more helpless than

theywere themselves. "Richard," said Miss Lavinia,

" there is something wrong out there. See what it

is." He stood motionless, as if he had not heard

her; his eyes fixed on the window, his face livid

with terror.

The silence outside was broken once more
;
this

time by a call for help.

A cry of horror burst from Natalie. The voice

outside rising wildly, then suddenly dying away

again was not entirely strange to her ears. She

tore aside the curtain. With voice and hand she

roused her aunt to help her. The two lifted the
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heavy bar from its socket ; they opened the shut-

ters and the window. The cheerful light of the

room flowed out over the body of a prostrate man

lying on his face. They turned the man over.

Natalie lifted his head.

Her father !

His face was bedabbled with blood. A wound,

a frightful wound, was visible on the side of his

bare head, high above the ear. He looked at her
;

his eyes recognised her, before he fainted again in

her arms. His hands and his clothes were covered

with earth stains. He must have traversed some

distance : in that dreadful condition he must have

faltered and fallen more than once before he

reached the house. His sister wiped the blood

from his face. His daughter called on him franti-

cally to forgive her before he died the harmless,

gentle, land-hearted father, who had never said a

hard word to her ! The father whom she had

deceived !

The terrified servants hurried into the room.

Their appearance roused their master from the ex-

traordinary stupor that had seized him. He was

at the window before the footman could get there.



1 56 MISS OR MRS. ?

The two lifted Sir Joseph into the room, and laid

him on the sofa. Natalie knelt by him, supporting

his head. Miss Lavinia staunched the flowing

blood with her handkerchief. The women-servants

brought linen and cold water. The man hurried

away for the doctor, who lived on the other side of

the village. Left alone again with Turlington,

Natalie noticed that his eyes were fixed in immov-

able scrutiny on her father's head. He never said

a word. He looked, looked, looked at the wound.

The doctor arrived. Before either the daughter

or the sister of the injured man could put the

question, Turlington put it
"
"Will he live or die ?"

The doctor's careful finger probed the wound.

" Make your minds easy. A little lower down,

or in front, the blow might have been serious. As

it is, there is no harm done. Keep him quiet and

he will be all right again in two or three days."

Hearing those welcome words, Natalie and her

uunt sank on their knees in silent gratitude. After

dressing the wound, the doctor looked round for

the master of the house. Turlington, who had

been so breathlessly eager but a few minutes since,

seemed to have lost all interest in the case now
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He stood apart, at the window, looking out towards

the churchrard, thinking. The questions which it

was the doctor's duty to ask were answered by the

ladies. The servants assisted in examining the

injured man's clothes : they discovered that his

watch and purse were both missing. "When it be-

came necessary to carry him upstairs, it was the

footman who assisted the doctor. The footman's

master, without a word of explanation, walked out

bare-headed into the back garden, on the search,

as the doctor and the servants supposed, for some

trace of the robber who had attempted Sir Joseph's

life.

His absence was hardly noticed at the time.

The difficulty of conveying the wounded man to

his room, absorbed the attention of all the persons

present.

Sir Joseph partially recovered his senses while

they were taking him up the steep and narrow

stairs. Carefully as they carried the patient, the

motion wrung a groan from him before they reached

the top. The bed-room corridor, in the rambling

irregularly built house, rose and fell on different

levels. At the door of the first bed-chamber the
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doctor asked a little anxiously if that was the room.

No
;
there were three more stairs to go down, and

a corner to turn, before they could reach it. The

first room was Natalie's. She instantly offered it

for her father's use. The doctor (seeing that it was

the airiest as well as the nearest room) accepted

the proposal. Sir Joseph had been laid comfortably

in his daughter's bed; the doctor had just left

them, with renewed assurances that they need feel

no anxiety when they heard a heavy step below

stairs. Turlington had re-entered the house.

(He had been looking, as they had supposed,

for the ruffian who had attacked Sir Joseph ;
with

a motive, however, for the search, at which it was

impossible for other persons to guess. His own

safety was now bound up in the safety of Thomas

Wildfang. As soon as he was out of sight in the

darkness, he made straight for the malthouse. The

change of clothes was there untouched
;
not a trace

of his accomplice was to be seen. Where else to

look for him it was impossible to tell Turlington

had no alternative but to go back to the house, and

ascertain if suspicion had been aroused in his

absence.)
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He Lad only to ascend the stairs, and to see,

through the open door, that Sir Joseph had been

placed in his daughter's room.

" "What does this mean ?" he asked roughly.

Before it was possible to answer him the foot-

man appeared with a message. The doctor had

come back to the door, to say that he would take

on himself the necessary duty of informing the

constable of what had happened, on his return to

the village. Turlington started and changed colour.

If Wildfang was found by others, and questioned

in his employer's absence, serious consequences

might follow. "The constable is my business,"

said Turlington, hurriedly descending the stairs

"
I'll go with the doctor." They heard him open

the door below, then close it again (as if some sud-

den thought had struck him) and call to the foot-

man. The house was badly provided with servants'

bed-rooms. The women-servants only slept in-

doors. The footman occupied a room over tht

stables. Natalie and her aunt heard Turlington

dismiss the man for the night, an hour earlier thau

usual at least. His next proceeding was stranger

still. Looking cautiously over the ..itdrs, Natalie



160 MISS OR MRS. f

saw him lock all the doors on the ground floor and

take out the keys. When he went away she heard

him lock the front door behind him. Incredible

as it seemed, there could be no doubt of the fact

the inmates of the house were imprisoned till he

came back. What did it mean ?

(It meant that Turlington's vengeance still

remained to be wreaked on the woman who

had deceived him. It meant that Sir Joseph's

life still stood between the man who had compassed

his death and the money which the man was

resolved to have. It meant that Hichard Tur-

lington was driven to bay, and that the horror

and the peril of the night were not at an end

yet.)

Natalie and her aunt looked at each other across

the bed on which Sir Joseph lay. He had fallen

into a kind of doze
;
no enlightenment could come

to them from him. They could only ask each

other, with beating hearts and baffled minds, what

Richard's conduct meant they could only feel in-

stinctively that some dreadful discovery was hang-

ing over them. The aunt was the calmer of the

two there was no secret weighing heavily on Jwr
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conscience. She could feel the consolations of re-

ligion.
" Our dear one is spared to us, my love,"

said the old lady gently.
" God has been good to

us. We are in His hands. If we know that, we

know enough."

As she spoke there was a loud ring at the door-

bell. The women-servants crowded into the bed-

room in alarm. Strong in numbers, and encou-

raged by Natalie -who roused herself and led the

way they confronted the risk of opening the

window and of venturing out on the balcony

which extended along that side of the house. A
man was dimly visible below. He called to them

in thick, unsteady accents. The servants recog-

nized him : he was the telegraphic messenger from

the railway. They went down to speak to him

and returned with a telegram which had been

pushed in under the door. The distance from

the station was considerable; the messenger had

been "Keeping Christmas" in more than one

beershop on his way to the house; and the de-

livery of the telegram had been delayed for some

hours. It was addressed to Natalie. She opensd

it looked at it dropped it and stood speech-

Li
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less
;
her lipD parted in horror, her eyes staring

vacantly straight before her.

Miss Lavinia took the telegram from the floor,

and read these lines :

"
Lady "Winwood, Hertford Street, London. To

Natalie Graybrooke, Church Meadows, Baxdale,

Somersetshire. Dreadful news. R T. has dis-

covered your marriage to Launce. The truth has

"been kept from me till to-day (24th). Instant

flight with your husband is your only chance. I

would have communicated with Launce, but I do

not know his address. You will receive this, I

hope and believe, before R T. can return to

Somersetshire. Telegraph back, I entreat you, to

say that you are safe. I shall follow my message

if I do not hear from you in reasonable time."

Miss Lavinia lifted her grey head, and looked

at her niece.
"
Is this true ?

"
she said and

pointed to the venerable face laid back, white, on

the white pillow of the bed. Natalie sank for-

ward as her eyes met the eyes of her aunt.

Miss Lavinia saved her from falling insensible

on the floor,

* * * *
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The confession had been made. The words of

penitence and the words of pardon had been

spoken. The peaceful face of the father still lay

hushed in rest. One by one, the minutes suc-

ceeded each other uneventfully in the deep tran-

quillity of the night. It was almost a relief when

the silence was disturbed once more by another

sound outside the house. A pebble was thrown

up at the window, and a voice called out cautiously

"Miss Lavinia !

"

They recognized the voice of the man-servant,

and at once opened the window.

He had something to say to the ladies in private.

How could he say it ? A domestic circumstance

which had been marked by Launce, as favourable

to the contemplated elopement, was now noticed

by the servant as lending itself readily to effecting

the necessary communication with the ladies. The

lock of the gardener's tool-house (in the

shrubbery close by) was under repair; and the

gardener's ladder was accessible to any one who

wanted it. At the short height of the balcony

from the ground, the ladder was more than long

enough for the purpose required. In a few

112
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minutes the servant had mounted to the "balcony

and could speak to Natalie and her aunt at the

window.

" I ean't rest quiet," said the man. " I'm off on

the sly to see what's going on down in the village.

It's hard on ladies like you to "bo locked in here.

Is there anything I can do for either of you ?
"

Natalie took up Lady Winwood's telegram.

"Launce ought to see this," she said to her

aunt. " He will be here at daybreak," she added,

in a whisper,
"
if I don't tell him what has hap-

pened."

Miss Lavinia turned pale.
"
If he and Richard

meet !

"
she began.

" Tell him !

"
she added

hurriedly
"
tell him before it is too late !

"

Natalie wrote a few lines (addressed to Launce

in his assumed name, at his lodgings in the village)

enclosing Lady "Winwood's telegram, and entreat-

ing him to do nothing rash. "When the servant

had disappeared with the letter, there was one

hope in her mind and in her aunt's mind, which

each was ashamed to acknowledge to the other

the hope that Launce would face the very danger

that they dreaded for him, and come to the house;
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They had not been long alone again, when Sir

Joseph drowsily opened his eyes and asked what

they were doing in his room. They told him

gently that he was ill. He put his hand Tip to his

head and said they were right ;
and so dropped off

again into slumber. "Worn out by the emotions

through which they had passed, the two women

silently waited for the march of events. The

same stupor of resignation possessed them both.

They had secured the door and the window. They

had prayed together. They had kissed the quiet

face on the pillow. They had said to each other,

" We will live with him or die with him as God

pleases." Miss Lavinia sat by the bedside.

Natalie was on a stool at her feet with her

eyes closed, and her head on her aunt's knee.

Time went on. The clock in the hall had

struck ten or eleven, they were not sure which

when they heard the signal which warned them

of the servant's return from the village. He

brought news, and more than news, he brorght a

letter from Launce.

Natalie read these lines :

" I shall be with you, dearest, almost as soon as
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you receive this. The bearer will tell you what

has happened in the village your note throws a

new light on it all. I only remain behind to go

to the vicar (who is also the magistrate here), and

declare myself your husband. All disguise must

be at an end now. My place is with you and

yours. It is even worse than your worst fears.

Turlington was at the bottom of the attack on

your father. Judge if you have not need of your

husband's protection after that! L."

Natalie handed the letter to her aunt, and

pointed to the sentence which asserted Turling-

ton's guilty knowledge of the attempt on Sir

Joseph's life. In silent horror the two women

looked at each other, recalling what had happened

earlier in the evening, and understanding it no\v.

The servant roused them to a sense of present

things, by entering on the narrative of his dis-

coveries in the village.

The place was all astir when he reached it. An

old man a stranger in Baxdale had been found

lying in the road, close to the church, in a fit
;
and

the person who had discovered him had been no

other than Launce himself. He had, literally*
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stumbled over the body of Thomas Wildfang in the

dark, on his way back to his lodgings in the

village.

" The gentleman gave the alarm, Miss," said the

servant, describing the event, as it had been related

to him,
" and the man a huge big old man was

carried to the inn. The landlord identified him
;

he had taken lodgings at the inn that day, and the

constable found valuable property on him a purse

of money and a gold watch and chain. There was

nothing to show who the money and watch belonged

to. It was only when my master and the doctor

got to the inn that it was known whom he had

robbed and tried to murder. All he let out in his

wanderings before they came was, that some person

had set him on to do it. He called the person

'Captain,' and sometimes 'Captain Goward/ It

was thought if you could trust the ravings of a

madman that the fit took him while he was

putting his hand on Sir Joseph's heart to feel if it

had stopped beating. A sort of a vision (as I

understand it) must have overpowered him at the

moment. They tell me he raved about the sea

bursting into the churchyard, and a drowning sailor
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floating by on a hen-coop ;
a sailor who dragged

him down to hell by the hair of his head, and such

like horrible nonsense, Miss. He was still screech-

ing, at the worst of the fit, when my master and

the doctor came into the room. At sight of one or

other of them it is thought of Mr. Turlington,

seeing that he came first he held his peace on a

sudden, and then fell back in convulsions in the

arms of the men who were holding him. The

doctor gave it a learned name, signifying drink-

madness, and said the case was hopeless. How-

ever, he ordered the room to be cleared of the

crowd, to see what he could do. My master was

reported to be still with the doctor, waiting to see

whether the man lived or died, when I left the

village, Miss, with the gentleman's answer to your

note. I didn't dare stay to hear how it ended, for

fear of Mr. Turlington's finding me out."

Having reached the end of his narrative, the

man looked round restlessly towards the window.

It was impossible to say when his master might

not return, and it might be as much as his life was

worth to be caught in the house after he had been

locked out of it. He begged permission to open the
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window, and make his escape back to the stablss

while there was still time. As he unbarred the

shutter they were startled by a voice hailing them

from below. It was Launce's voice, calling to

Natalie. The servant disappeared and Natalie

was in. Launce's arms before she could breathe

again.

For one delicious moment she let her head lie on

his breast : then she suddenly pushed him away

from her.
" Why do you come here ? He will

kill you if he finds you in the house. Where

is he ?"

Launce knew even less of Turlington's move-

ments than the servant.
" Wherever he is, thank

God, I'm here before him !" That was all the

answer he could give.

Natalie and her aunt heard him in silent dismay.

Sir Joseph woke and recognized Launce before a

word more could be said. "Ah, my dear boy !" he

murmured faintly. "It's pleasant to see you

again. How do you come here ?" He was quite

satisfied with the first excuse that suggested itself.

" We'll talk about it to-morrow," he said, and com-

posed himself to rest again.
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Natalie made a second attempt to persuade

Launce to leave the house.

"We don't know what may have happened,"

she said. "He may have followed you on

youff way here. He may have purposely let you

enter his house. Leave us while you have the

chance."

Miss Lavinia added her persuasions. They were

useless. Launce quietly closed the heavy window-

shutters, lined with iron, and put up the bar.

Natalie wrung her hands in despair.

" Have you been to the magistrate ?" she asked.

" Tell us, at least, are you here by his advice ? Is

he corning to help us ?"

Launce hesitated. If he had told the truth, he

must have acknowledged that he was there in

direct opposition to the magistrate's advice. He

answered evasively,
"
If the vicar doesn't come,

the doctor will. I have told him Sir Joseph must

be moved. Cheer up, Natalie ! The doctor will be

here as soon as Turlington."

As the name passed his lips without a sound

outside to prepare them for what was coming the

voice of Turlington himself suddenly penetrated
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into the room, speaking close behind the window,

on the outer side.

" You have broken into my house in the night,"

said the voice. "And you don't escape this

way."

Miss Lavinia sank on her knees. Natalie flew

to her father. His eyes were wide open in terror
;

he moaned feebly, recognizing the voice. The next

sound that was heard was the sound made by the

removal of the ladder from the balcony. Turling-

ton, having descended by it, had taken it away.

Natalie had but too accurately guessed what would

happen. The death of the villain's accomplice had

freed him from all apprehensions in that quarter.

He had deliberately dogged Launce's steps, and had

deliberately allowed him to put himself in the

wrong by effecting a secret entrance into the

house.

There was an interval a horrible interval and

then they heard the front door opened. Without

stopping (judging by the absence of sound) to close

it again, Turlington rapidly ascended the stairs and

tried the locked door.

" Come out, and give yourself up !" he called
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through the door.
" I have got my revolver with

me, and I have a right to fire on a man who has

broken into my house. If the door isn't opened

before I count three, your blood be on your own

head. One !"

Launce was armed with nothing but his stick.

He advanced, without an instant's hesitation, to

give himself up. Natalie threw her arms round

him and clasped him fast before he could reach the

door.

" Two !" cried the voice outside, as Launce

struggled to force her from him. At the same

moment his eye turned towards the bed. It was

exactly opposite the door it was straight in the

line of fire ! Sir Joseph's life (as Turlington had

deliberately calculated) was actually in greater

danger than Launce's life. He tore himself free,

rushed to the bed, and took the old man in his

arms to lift him out.

" Three !"

The crash of the report sounded. The bullet

came through the door, grazed Launce's left arm,

and buried itself in the pillow, at the very place

on which Sir Joseph's head had rested the moment
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before, Launce had saved his father-in-law's life.

Turlington had fired his first shot for the money,

and had not got it yet.

They were safe in the corner of the room, on the

same side as the door Sir Joseph, helpless as a

child, in Launce's arras
;

the women pale, "but

admirably calm. They were safe for the moment,

when the second bullet (fired at an angle) tore its

way through the wall on their right hand.

" I hear you," cried the voice of the miscreant

on the other side of the door.
"

I'll have you

yet through the wall."

There was a pause. They heard his hand sound-

ing the wall, to find out where there was solid

wood in the material of which it was built, and

where there was plaster only. At that dreadful

moment Launce's composure never left him. He

laid Sir Joseph softly on the floor, and signed to

Natalie and her aunt to lie down by him in silence.

Their lives depended now on neither their voices

nor their movements telling the murderer where to

fire. He chose his place. The barrel of the

revolver grated as he laid it against the wall. He

touched the hair-trigger. A faint click was the
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only sound that followed. Tha third "barrel had

missed fire.

They heard him ask himself, with an oath,

" What's wrong with it now ?
"

There was a pause of silence.

Was he examining the weapon ?

Before they could ask themselves the question,

the report of the exploding charge burst on their

ears. It was instantly followed by a heavy fall.

They looked at the opposite wall of the room. No

sign of a bullet there or anywhere.

Launce signed to them not to move yet. They

waited, and listened. Nothing stirred on the land-

ing outside.

Suddenly there was a disturbance of the silence

in the lower regions a clamour of many voices at

the open house door. Had the firing of the re-

volver been heard at the vicarage ? Yes ! They

recognized the vicar's voice among the others. A
moment more, and they heard a general exclama-

tion of horror on the stairs. Launce opened the

door of the room. He instantly closed it again

before Natalie could follow him.

The dead body of Turlington lay on the landing
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outside. The charge in the fourth barrel of the

revolver had exploded while he was looking at it.

The bullet had entered his mouth and had killed

him on the spot.
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DOCUMENTARY HINTS IN
CONCLUSION.

FIKST HINT.

(Derivedfrom Lady Wimvood's Card-rack)

"Sir Joseph Graybrooke and Miss Graybrooke

request the honour of Lord and Lady Winwood'g

company to dinner, on Wednesday, February 10,

at half-past seven o'clock. To meet Mr. and Mrs.

Launcelot Linzie on their return."

SECOND HINT.

(Derived from a recent money article in a

morning newspaper.)
" We are requested to give the fullest contradic-

tion to unfavourable rumours lately in circulation

respecting the firm of Pizzituti, Turlington, and

Branca. Some temporary derangement in the
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machinery of the business was undoubtedly pro-

duced, in consequence of the sudden death of the

lamented managing partner, Mr. Turlington, by

the accidental discharge of a revolver which he

was examining. Whatever temporary obstacles

may have existed are now overcome. We are in-

formed, on good authority, that the well-known

house of Messrs. Bulpit Brothers has an interest

in the business, and will carry it on until further

jaotice."





TWO SEA-STORIES:

I. "BLOW UP WITH THE BRIG I*





-BLOW UP WITH THE BRIGP

A SAILORS STORY.

I HAVE an alarming confession to make. I am

haunted by a ghost.

If you were to guess for a hundred years, you

would never guess what my ghost is. I shall

make you laugh to begin with and afterwards I

shall make your flesh creep. My Ghost is the

ghost of a Bedroom Candlestick.

Yes, a bedroom candlestick and candle, or a flat

candlestick and candle put it which way you like

that is what haunts me. I wish it was some-

thing pleasanter and more out of the common

way; a beautiful lady, or a mine of gold and

silver, or a cellar of wine and a coach and horses,

and such-like. But, being what it is, I must take

it for what it is, and make the best of it and I
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shall thank you kindly if you will help me out by

doing the same.

I am not a scholar myself; but I make bold to

believe that the haunting of any man with any-

thing under the sun, begins with the frightening

of him. At any rate, the haunting of me with a

bedroom candlestick and candle began with the

frightening of me with a bedroom candlestick and

candle the frightening of me half out of my life
;

and, for the time being, the frightening of me alto-

gether out of my wits. That is not a very pleasant

thing to confess, before stating the particulars ;
but

perhaps you will be the readier to believe that I

am not a downright coward, because you find me

bold enough to make a clean breast of it already

to my own great disadvantage, so far.

Here are the particulars, as well as I can put

them:

I was apprenticed to the sea when I was about

as tall as my own walking-stick; and I made

good enough use of my time to be fit for a mate's

berth at the age of twenty-five years.

It was in the year eighteen hundred and eighteen,

or nineteen, I am not quite certain which, that I
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Beached the before-mentioned age of twenty-five.

You will please to excuse my memory not being

very good for dates, names, numbers, places, and

such-like. No fear, though, about the particulars I

have undertaken to tell you of; I have got them all

ship-shape in my recollection
;
I can see them, at

this moment, as clear as noonday in my own mind.

But there is a mist over what went before, and, for

the matter of that, a mist likewise over much that

came after and it's not very likely to lift at my
time of life, is it ?

Well, in eighteen hundred and eighteen, or nine-

teen, when there was peace in our part of the

world and not before it was wanted, you will say

there was fighting, of a certain scampering,

scrambling kind, going on in that old battle-field,

which we seafaring men know by the name of the

Spanish Main.

The possessions that belonged to the Spaniards

in South America had broken into open mutiny

and declared for themselves years before. There

was plenty of bloodshed between the new govern-

ment and the old
;
but the new had got the best of

it, for the most part, under one General Bolivar
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a famous man in his time, though he seems to have

dropped out of people's memories now. English-

men and Irishmen with a turn for fighting, and

nothing particular to do at home, joined the gene-

ral as volunteers
;
and some of our merchants here

found it a good venture to send supplies across the

ocean to the popular side. There was risk enough,

of course, in doing this
;
but where one speculation

of the kind succeeded, it made up for two, at the

least, that failed. And that's the true principle of

trade, wherever I have metwith it, all the world over.

Among the Englishmen who were concerned in

this Spanish-American business, I, your humble

servant, happened in a small way to be one.

I was then mate of a brig belonging to a certain

firm in the City, which drove a sort ofgeneral trade

mostly in queer- out-of-the-way places, as far from

home as possible; and which freighted the brig, in

the year I am speaking of,with a cargo ofgunpowder

for General Bolivar and his volunteers. Nobody

knew anything about our instructions, when we

sailed, except the captain ;
and he didn't half seem

to like them. I can't rightly say how many bar-

rels of powder we had on board, or how much each
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barrel held I only know we had 110 other cargo.

The name of the brig was the Good Intent a

queer name enough, you will tell me, for a vessel

laden with gunpowder, and sent to help a revolu-

tion. And as far as this particular voyage was

concerned, so it was. I mean that for a joke, and

I hope you will encourage me by laughing at it.

The Good Intent was the craziest old tub of a

vessel I ever went to sea in, and the worst found

in all respects. She was two hundred and thirty

or two hundred and eighty tons burden, I forget

which
;
and she had a crew of eight, all told

nothing like as many as we ought by rights to

have had to work the brig. However, we were

well and honestly paid our wages ;
and we had to

set that against the chance of foundering at sea,

and, on this occasion, likewise, the chance of being

blown up into the bargain.

.
In consideration of the nature of our cargo, we

were harassed with new regulations which we

didn't at all like, relative to smoking our pipes and

lighting our lanterns
; and, as usual in such cases,

tiie captain who made the regulations preached

what he didn't practise. Not a man of us was
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allowed to have a bit of lighted candle in his hand

when he went below except the skipper ;
and he

used his light, when he turned in, or when he

looked over his charts on the cabin table, just as

usual.

This light was a common kitchen candle or

"
dip," and it stood in an old battered flat candle-

stick, with all the japan worn and melted off, and

all the tin showing through. It would have been

more seamanlike and suitable in every respect if

he had had a lamp or a lantern
;
but he stuck to his

old candlestick, and thatsame old candlestickhas ever

afterwards stuck to me. That's another joke, if you

please, and a better one than the first, inmy opinion.

Well (I said "well" before, but it's a word that

helps a man on like), we sailed in the brig, and

shaped our course first for the Virgin Islands, in the

West Indies
; and, after sighting them, we made

for the Leeward Islands next
;
and then stood on

due south, till the look-out at the mast-head hailed

the deck, and said he saw land. That land was

the coast of South America. We had had a won-

derful voyage so far. We had lost none of our

spars or sails, and not a man of us had been
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harassed to death at the pumps. It wasn't often the

Good Intent made such a voyage as that, I can tell

you.

I was sent aloft to make sure about the land,

and I did make sure of it.

"When I reported tho same to the skipper, he

went below, and had a look at his letter of instruc-

tions and the chart. When he came on deck again,

he altered our course a trifle to the eastward I

forget the point on the compass, but that don't

matter. "What I do remember is, that it was dark

before we closed in with the land. We kept the

lead going, and hove the brig to in from four to

five fathoms water, or it might be six 1 can't say

for certain. I kept a sharp eye to the drift of the

vessel, none of us knowing how the currents ran

on that coast. We all wondered why the skipper

didn't anchor
;
but he said, No, he must first show

a light at the fore-top mast-head, and wait for an

answering light on shore. We did wait, and

nothing of the sort appeared. It was starlight and

calm. What little wind there was came in puff's

off the land. I suppose we waited, drifting a little

to the westward, as I made it out, best part of an
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hour before anything happened and then, instead

of seeing the light on shore, we saw a boat coming

towards us, rowed by two men only.

We hailed them, and they answered " Friends !"

and hailed us by our name. They came on board.

One of them was an Irishman, and the other was a

coffee-coloured native pilot, who jabbered a little

English.

The Irishman handed a note to our skipper, who

showed it to me. It informed us that the part of

the coast we were off was not over safe for discharg-

ing our cargo, seeing that spies of the enemy (that

is to say, of the old government) had been taken and

shot in the neighbourhood the day before. We

might trust the brig to the native pilot ;
and he had

his instructions to take us to another part of the

coast. The note was signed by the proper parties

so we let the Irishman go back alone in the boat,

and allowed the pilot to exercise his lawful authority

over the brig. He kept us stretching off from the

land till noon the next day his instructions,

seemingly, ordering him to keep us well out of

sight of the shore. We only altered our course in

the afternoon, so as to close in with the land again

a little before midnight.
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This same pilot was about as ill-looking a vaga-

bond as ever I saw; a skinny, cowardly, quarrel-

some mongrel, who swore at the men, in the vilest

broken English, till they were every one of them

ready to pitch him overboard. The skipper kept

them quiet, and I kept them quiet, for, the pilot

being given us by our instructions, we were bound

to make the best of him. Near nightfall, however,

with the best will in the world to avoid it, I was

unlucky enough to quarrel with him.

He wanted to go below with his pipe, and I

stopped him, of course, because it was contrary to

orders. Upon that, he tried to hustle by me, and

I put him away with my hand. I never meant to

push him down
; but, somehow, I did. He picked

himself up as quick as lightning, and pulled out

his knife. I snatched it out of his hand, slapped

his murderous face for him, and threw his weapon

overboard. He gave me one ugly look, and

walked aft. I didn't think much of the look

then
;
but I remembered it a little too well after-

wards.

We were close in with tho land again, just as

the wind failed us, between eleven and twelve
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that night. We dropped our anchor by the pilot's

directions.

It was pitch dark, and a dead airless calm.

The skipper was on deck with two of our best

men for watch. The rest were below, except the

pilot, who coiled himself up more like a snake

than a man, on the forecastle. It was not my
watch till four in the morning. But I didn't like

the look of the night, or the pilot, or the state of

things generally, and I shook myself down on

deck to get my nap there, and be ready for any-

thing at a moment's notice. The last I remember

was the skipper whispering to me that he didn't

like the look of things either, and that he would

go below and consult his instructions again. That

is the last I remember, before the slow, heavy,

regular roll of the old brig on the ground swell

rocked me off to sleep.

I was awoke by a scuffle on the forecastle, and

a gag in my mouth. There was a man on my

breast, and a man on my legs ;
and I was bound

hand and foot in half a minute.

The brig was in the hands of the Spaniards.

They were swarming all over her. I heard six
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heavy splashes in the water, one after another. I

saw the captain stabbed to the heart as he came

running up the companion and I heard a seventh,

splash in the water. Except myself, every soul of

us on board had been murdered and thrown into

the sea. Why I was left, I couldn't think, till I

saw the pilot stoop over me with a lantern, and

look, to make sure of who I was. There was a

devilish grin on his face, and he nodded his head

at me, as much as to say, You were the man who

hustled me down and slapped my face, and I mean

to play the game of cat and mouse with you in

return for it !

I could neither move nor speak ;
but I could see

the Spaniards take off the main hatch and rig the

purchases for getting up the cargo. A quarter

of an hour afterwards I heard the sweeps of a

schooner, or other small vessel, in the water. The

strange craft was laid alongside of us; and the

Spaniards set to work to discharge our cargo into

her. They all worked hard except the pilot ; and

he came, from time to time, with his lantern, to

have another look at me, and to grin and nod

always in the same devilish way. I am old
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enough now not to be ashamed of confessing the

truth; and I don't mind acknowledging that the

pilot frightened me.

The fright, and the bonds, and the gag, and the

not being able to stir hand or foot, had pretty nigh

worn me out, by the time the Spaniards gave over

work. This was just as the dawn broke. They
had shifted good part of our cargo on board their

vessel, but nothing like all of it
;
and they were

sharp enough to be off with what they had got,

before daylight.

I need hardly say that I had made up my mind,

by this time, to the worst I could think of. The

pilot, it was clear enough, was one of the spies of

the enemy, who had wormed himself into the con-

fidence of our consignees without being suspected.

He, or more likely his employers, had got know-

ledge enough of us to suspect what our cargo was ;

we had been anchored for the night in the safest

berth for them to surprise us in
;
and we had paid

the penalty of having a small crew, and con-

sequently an insufficient watch. All this was clear

enough but what did the pilot mean to do with

inef
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On the word of a man, it makes my flesh creep

now, only to tell you what he did with me.

After all the rest of them were out of the "brig,

except the pilot and two Spanish seamen, these

last took me up, bound and gagged as I was,

lowered me into the hold of the vessel, and laid me

along on the floor; lashing me to it with ropes'

ends, so that I could just turn from one side to the

other, but could not roll myself fairly over, so as

to change my place. They then left me. Both of

them were the worse for liquor ;
but the devil of

a pilot was sober mind that ! as sober as I am at

the present moment.

I lay in the dark for a little while, with my
heart thumping as if it was going to jump out of

me. I lay about five minutes or so, when the

pilot came down into the hold alone.

He had the captain's cursed flat candlestick and

a carpenter's awl in one hand, and a long thin

twist of cotton yarn, well oiled, in the other. He

put the candlestick, with a new "dip" candle

lighted in it, down on the floor, about two feet

from my face, and close against the side of the

vessel The light was feeble enough ;
but it was

13
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sufficient to show a dozen barrels of gunpowder or

more, left all round me in the hold of the brig. I

began to suspect what he was after, the moment I

noticed the barrels. The horrors laid hold of mo

from head to foot
;
and the sweat poured off my

face like water.

I saw him go next DO one of the barrels of pow-

der standing against the side of the vessel, in a

line with the candle, and about three feet, or rather

better, away from it. He bored a hole in the side

of the barrel with his awl
,
and the horrid powder

came trickling out, as black as hell, and dripped

into the hollow of his hand, which he held to catch

it. When he had got a good handful, he stopped up

the hole by jamming one end of his oiled twist of

cotton-yarn fast into it; and he then rubbed the

powder into the whole length of the yarn, till he

had blackened every hairsbreadth of it.

The next thing he did as true as I sit here, as

true as the heaven above us all the next thing

he did was to carry the free end of his long, lean,

black, frightful slow-match to the lighted candle

alongside my face. He tied it (the bloody-minded

villain r) in sevpral folds round the tallow dip,
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about a third of tho distance down, measuring from

the flame of the wick to the lip of the candlestick.

He did that
;
he looked to see that my lashings

were all safe ;
and then he put his face down close

to mine, and whispered in my ear,
" Blow up with

the brig!"

He was on deck again the moment after
;
and he

and the two others shoved the hatch on over me.

At the farthest end from where I lay, they had not

fitted it down quite true, and I saw a blink of day-

light glimmering in when I looked in that direction.

I heard the sweeps of the schooner fall into the

water splash ! splash ! fainter and fainter, as they

swept the vessel out in the dead calm, to be ready

for the wind in the offing. Fainter and fainter
;

splash ! splash ! for a quarter of an hour or more.

While those sounds were in my ears, my eyes

were fixed on the candle.

It had been freshly lit if left to itself it would

burn for between six and seven hours. The slow-

match was twisted round it about a third of the way

down; and therefore the flame would be about two

hours reaching it. There I lay, gagged, bound, lashed

to the floor; seeing my own life burning down with

132
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the candle bymy side there I lay, alone on the sea,

doomed to be blown to atoms, and to see that doom

drawing on, nearer and nearer with every fresh

second of time, through nigh on two hours to come;

powerless to help myself, and speechless to call for

help to others. The wonder to me is that I didn't

cheat the flame, the slow-match, and the powder,

and die of the horror of my situation before my
first half-hour was out in the hold of the brig.

I can't exactly say how long I kept the command

of my senses after I had ceased to hear the splash

of the schooner's sweeps in the water. I can trace

back everything I did and everything I thought,

up to a certain point ; but, once past that, I get all

abroad, and lose myself in my memory now, much

as I lost myself in my own feelings at the time.

The moment the hatch was covered over me I

began, as every other man would have begun in

my place, with a frantic effort to free my hands.

In the mad panic I was in, I cut my flesh with the

lashings as if they had been knife-blades
;
but I

never stirred them. There was less chance still of

freeing my legs, or of tearing myself from the

fastenings that held me to the floor. I gave it*,
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when I was all but suffocated for want of breath.

The gag, you will please to remember, was a ter-

rible enemy to me; I could only breathe freely

through my nose and that is but a poor vent when

a man is straining his strength as far as ever it will

go.

I gave in, and lay quiet, and got my breath

again ; my eyes glaring and straining at the candle

all the time.

While I was staring at it, the notion struck me

of trying to blow out the flame by pumping a long

breath at it suddenly through my nostrils. It was

too high above me, and too far away from me, to

be reached in that fashion. I tried, and tried, and

tried and then I gave in again and lay quiet

again ; always with my eyes glaring at the candle,

and the candle glaring at me. The splash of the

schooner's sweeps was very faint by this time. I

could only just hear them in the morning still-

ness : Splash ! splash ! fainter and fainter

splash! splash!

Without exactly feeling my mind going, I began

to feel it getting queer, as early as this. The snuff

of the candle was growing taller and taller, and the
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length of tallow between the flame and the slow*

match, which was the length of my life, was getting

shorter and shorter. I calculated that I had rather

less than an hour and a half to live.

An hour and a half ! Was there a chance, in

that time, of a boat pulling off to the brig from

shore ? Whether the land near which the vessel

was anchored was in possession of our side, or in

possession of the enemy's side, I made out that

they must, sooner or later, send to hail the brig,

merely because she was a stranger in those parts.

The question for me was, how soon ? The sun had

not risen yet, as I could tell by looking through

the chink in the hatch. There was no coast village

near us, as we all knew, before the brig was seized,

by seeing no lights on shore. There was no wind,

as I could tell by listening, to bring any strange

vessel near. If I had had six hours to live, there

might have been a chance for me, reckoning from

sunrise to noon. But with an hour and a half,

which had dwindled to an hour and a quarter by

this time or, in other words, with the earliness of

the morning, the uninhabited coast, and the dead

calm all against me there was not the ghost of a
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chance. As I felt that, I had another struggle

the last with my bonds
;
and only cut myself the

deeper for my pains.

I gave in once more, and lay quiet, and listened

for the splash of the sweeps.

Gone ! Not a sound could I hear but the "blow-

ing of a fish, now and then, on the surface of the

sea, and the creak of the brig's crazy old spars, as

she rolled gently from side to side with the little

swell there was on the quiet water.

An hour and a quarter. The wick grew terribly

as the quarter slipped away ;
and the charred top

of it began to thicken and spread out mushroom-

shape. It would fall off soon. Would it fall off

red-hot, and would the swing of the brig cant it

over the side of the candle, and let it down on the

slow-match ? If it would, I had about ten minutes

to live instead of an hour.

This discovery set my mind for a minute on a

new tack altogether. I began to ponder with my-

self what sort of a death blowing-up might be.

Painful ? "Well, it would be, surely, too sudden

for that. Perhaps just one crash, insido me, or

outside me, or both, and nothing more ? Perhaps
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not even a crasli : that and death, and the scatter-

ing of this living body of mine into millions of

fiery sparks, might all happen in the same instant!

I couldn't make it out
;
I couldn't settle how it

would be. The minute of calmness in my mind

left it, before I had half done thinking ;
and I got

all abroad again.

When I came back to my thoughts, or when

they came back to me (I can't say which), the

wick was awfully tall, the flame was burning with

a smoke above it, the charred top was broad and

red, and heavily spreading out to its fall.

My despair and horror at seeing it took me in a

new way, which was good and right, at any rate,

for my poor soul. I tried to pray ;
in my own

heart, you will understand, for the gag put all lip-

praying out of my power. I tried, but the candle

seemed to burn it up in me. I struggled hard to

force my eyes from the slow, murdering flame, and

to look up through the chink in the hatch at the

blessed daylight. I tried once, tried twice; and

gave it up. I tried next only to shut my eyes,

and keep them shut once twice and the

second time I did it. "God bless old mother,
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and sister Lizzie; God keep them both, and

forgive me." That was all I had time to say,

in -my own heart, before my eyes opened again,

in spite of me, and the flame of the candle flew

into them, flew all over me, and burnt up the rest

of my thoughts in an instant.

I couldn't hear the fish blowing now ;
I couldn't

hear the creak of the spars ;
I couldn't think

;
I

couldn't feel the sweat of my own death agony on

my face I could only look at the heavy, charred

top of the wick. It swelled, tottered, bent over to

one side, dropped red hot at the moment of its

fall black and harmless, even before the swing of

the brig had canted it over into the bottom of the

candlestick.

I caught myself laughing.

Yes ! laughing at the safe fall of the bit of

wick. But for the gag I should have screamed

with laughing. As it was, I shook with it inside

me shook till the blood was in my head, and I

was all but suffocated for want of breath. I had

just sense enough left to feel that my own horrid

laughter, at that awful moment, was a sign of my
brain going at last. I had just sense enough left
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to make another struggle before my mind broke

loose like a frightened horse, and ran away with.

me.

One comforting look at the blink of daylight

through the hatch was what I tried for once more.

The fight to force my eyes from the candle and to

get that one look at the daylight, was the hardest

I had had yet ;
and I lost the fight. The flame

had hold of my eyes as fast as the lashings had

hold of my hands. I couldn't look away from it.

I couldn't even shut my eyes, when I tried that

next, for the second time. There was the wick

growing tall once more ! There was the space of

unburnt candle between the light and the slow-

match shortened to an inch or less !

How much life did that inch leave me ? Three-

quarters of an hour? Half-an-hour? Fifty minutes ?

Twenty minutes ? Steady! an inch of tallow candle

would burn longer than twenty minutes. An inch of

tallow ! the notion of a man's body and soul being

kept together by an inch of tallow ! "Wonderful !

Why, the greatest king that sits on a throne can't

keep a man's body and soul together ;
and here's an

inch of tallow that can do what the king can't !
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There's something to tell mother, when I get home,

which will surprise her more than all the rest of

my voyages put together. I laughed inwardly,

again, at the thought of that; and shook and

swelled and suffocated myself, till the light of the

candle leaped in through my eyes, and licked up

the laughter, and burnt it out of me, and made me

all empty, and cold, and quiet once more.

Mother and Lizzie. I don't know when they

came back
;
but they did come back not, as it

seemed to me, into my mind this time
;
but right

down bodily before me, in the hold of the

brig.

Yes : sure enough, there was Lizzie, just as light-

hearted as usual, laughing at me. Laughing ! Well,

why not ? Who is to blame Lizzie for thinking

I'm lying on my back, drunk in the cellar, with

the beer barrels all round me ? Steady ! she's

crying now spinning round and round in a

fiery mist, wringing her hands, screeching out for

help fainter and fainter, like the splash of the

schooner's sweeps. Gone ! burnt up in the fiery

mist. Mist? fire? no : neither one nor the other. It's

mother makes the light mother knitting, with ten
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flaming points at the ends of her fingers and

thumbs, and slow-matches hanging in bunches all

round her face instead of her own grey hair.

Mother in her old arm-chair, and the pilot's long

skinny hands hanging over the back of the chair,

dripping with gunpowder. No; no gunpowder,

no chair, no mother nothing but the pilot's face,

shining red hot, like a sun, in the fiery mist;

turning upside down in the fiery mist; running

backwards and forwards along the slow-match, in

the fiery mist; spinning millions of miles in a

minute, in the fiery mist spinning itself smaller

and smaller into one tiny point, and that point

darting on a sudden straight into my head and

then, all fire and all mist no hearing, no seeing,

no thinking, no feeling the brig, the sea, my own

self, the whole world, all gone together !

After what I've just told you, I know nothing,

and remember nothing, till I woke up (as it seemed

to me) in a comfortable bed, with two rough and

ready men like myself sitting on each side of my

pillow, and a gentleman standing watching me at

the foot of the bed. It was about seven in the

morning. My sleep (or what seemed likemy sleep
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to me) had lasted better than eight months I was

among my own countrymen in the island of

Trinidad the men at each side of my pillow were

my keepers, turn and turn about and the gentle-

man standing at the foot of the bed was the

doctor. What I said and did in those eight

months, I never have known and never shall. I

woke out of it, as if it had been one long sleep

that's all I know.

It was another two months or more before the

doctor thought it safe to answer the Questions I

asked him.

The brig had been anchored, just as I had sup-

posed, off a part of the coast which was lonely

enough to make the Spaniards pretty sure of no

interruption, so long as they managed their mur-

derous work quietly under cover of night.

My life had not been saved from the shore, but

from the sea. An American vessel, becalmed in

the offing, had made out the brig as the sun rose
;

and the captain, having his time on his hands in

consequence of the calm, and seeing a vessel

anchored where no vessel had any reason to be,

had manned one of his boats and sent his mate
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with it, to look a little closer into the matter, and

bring back a report of what he saw.

What he saw, when he and his men found the

brig deserted and boarded her, was a gleam of

candlelight through the chink in the hatchway.

The flame was within about a thread's breadth of

the slow-match when he lowered himself into the

hold : and if he had not had the sense and coolness

to cut the match in two with his knife, before he

touched tte candle, he and his men might have

been blown up along with the brig, as well as me.

The match caught and turned into sputtering red

fire, in the very act of putting the candle out
;
and

if the communication with the powder barrel had

not been cut off, the Lord only knows what might

have happened.

What became of the Spanish schooner and the

pilot I have never heard from that day to this.

As for the brig, the Yankees took her, as they

took me, to Trinidad, and claimed their salvage,

and got it, I hope, for their own sakes. I was

landed just in the same state as when they rescued

me from the brig that is to say, clean out of my
senses. But, please to remember it was a long
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time ago ; and, take my word for it, I was dis-

charged cured, as I have told you. Bless your

hearts, I'm all right now, as you may see. I'm a

little shaken by telling the story, as is only natural

little shaken, my good friends, that's aU.
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THE FATAL CRADLE:

OTHERWISE, THE HEARTRENDING STORY
OF MR. HEAVYSIDES.

THERE has never yet been discovered a man with

a grievance who objected to mention it. I am no

exception to this general human rule. I have got

a grievance; and I don't object to mention it.

Compose your spirits to hear a pathetic story, and

kindly picture me in your own mind as a baby five

minutes old.

Do I understand you to say that I am too big

and too heavy to be pictured in anybody's mind as

a baby ? Perhaps I may be but don't mention

my weight again, if you please. My weight has

been the grand misfortune of my life. It spoilt

all my prospects (as you will presently hear) before

I was two days old.

My story begins thirty-one years ago, at eleven
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o'clock in the forenoon
;
and starts with the great

mistake of my first appearance in this world,

at sea, on board the merchant ship Adventure,

-Captain Gillop, five hundred tons burden, cop

pered, and carrying an experienced surgeon.

In presenting myself to you (which I am now

.about to do) at that eventful period of my life

when I was from five to ten minutes old, and

in withdrawing myself again from your notice (so

as not to trouble you with more than a short

;Story), before the tune when I cut my first tooth, I

need not hesitate to admit that I speak on hearsay

knoAvledge only. It is knowledge, however, that

may be relied on for all that. My information

comes from Captain Gillop, commander of the Ad-

venture (who sent it to me in the form of a letter) ;

from Mr. Jolly, experienced surgeon of the Adven-

ture (who wrote it for me most unfeelingly, as I

think in the shape of a humorous narrative) ;
and

.from Mrs. Drabble, stewardess of the Adventure

(who told it me by word of mouth). Those three

persons were, in various degrees, spectators I

may say, astonished spectators of the events

which I have now to relate.

14,
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The Adventure, at the time I speak of, was

bound out from London to Australia. I suppose

you know, without my telling you, that thirty

years ago was long "before the time of the gold-

finding and the famous clipper ships. Building in

the new colony and sheep-farming far up inland,

were the two main employments of those days;

and the passengers on board our vessel were conse-

quently builders or sheep-farmers, almost to a man.

A ship of five hundred tons, well loaded with

cargo, doesn't offer first-rate accommodation to a

large number of passengers. Not that the gentle-

folks in the cabin had any great reason to complain.

There, the passage-money, which was a good round

sum, kept them what you call select. One or two-

berths in this part of the ship were even empty

and going a begging, in consequence of there being

only four cabin passengers. These are their names

and descriptions :

Mr. Sims, a middle-aged man, going out on a

building speculation. Mr. Purling, a weakly young-

gentleman, sent on a long sea-voyage for the

"benefit of his health. And Mr. and Mrs. Small-

child, a young married couple with a little inde-
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pendence, which Mr. Smallchild proposed to make

a large one by sheep-farming.

This gentleman was reported to the captain as

being very good company when on shore. But the

sea altered him to a certain extent. When Mr.

Smallchild was not sick, he was eating and drink-

ing ;
and when he was not eating and drinking, he

was fast asleep. He was perfectly patient and

good-humoured, and wonderfully nimble at running

into his cabin when the qualms took him on a

sudden but, as for his being good company,

nobody heard him say ten words together all

through the voyage. And no wonder. A man

can't talk, in the qualms ;
a man can't talk, while

he is eating and drinking ;
and a man can't talk,

when he is asleep. And that was Mr. SmaUchZd's

life at sea. As for Mrs. Smallchild, she kept her

cabin from first to last. But you will hear more

of her presently.

These four cabin passengers, as I have already

remarked, were well enough off for their accom-

modation. But the miserable people in the

steerage a poor place, at the best of times, on

board the Adventure were all huddled together,

142
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men and women and children, higgledy-piggledy,

like sheep in a pen, except that they hadn't got

the same quantity of fine fresh air to blow over

them. They were artisans and farm-labourers

who couldn't make it out in the old country. I

have no information either of their exact numbers,

or of their names. It doesn't matter : there was

only one family among them which need be men-

tioned particularly namely, the family of the

Heavysides. To wit, Simon Heavysides, intelli-

gent and well-educated, a carpenter by trade;

Susan Heavysides, his wife; and seven little

Heavysides, their unfortunate offspring. My
father and mother and brothers and sisters, did I

understand you to say ? Don't be in a hurry ! I

recommend you to wait a little before you make

quite sure of that circumstance.

Though I myself had not, perhaps strictly

speaking come on board when the vessel left

London, my ill-luck, as I firmly believe, had

shipped in the Adventure to wait for me and

decided the nature of the voyage accordingly.

Xever was such a miserable time known.

Stormy weather came down on us from all points
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of the compass, with intervals of light baffling

winds, or dead calms. By the time the Adventure

had been three months out, Captain Gillop's

naturally sweet temper began to get soured. I

leave you to say whether it was likely to be much

improved by a piece of news which reached him

from the region of the cabin, on the morning of the

ninety-first day. It had fallen to a dead calm

again; and the ship was rolling about helpless

with her head all round the compass, when Mr.

Jolly (from whose facetious narrative I repeat all

conversations, exactly as they passed) came on

deck to the captain, and addressed him in these

words :

" I have got some news that will rather surprise

you," said Mr. Jolly, smiling, and rubbing his

hands. (Although the experienced surgeon has not

shown much sympathy for my troubles, I won't

deny that his disposition was as good as his name.

To this day, no amount of bad weather or hard

work can upset Mr. Jolly's temper).

" If it's news of a fair wind coming," grumbled

the captain,
" that would surprise me on board this

ship, I can promise you !"
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"It's not exactly a wind coming," said Mr.

Jolly.
"
It's another cabin passenger."

The captain looked round at the empty sea, with

the land thousands of miles away, and with not a

ship in sight turned sharply on the experienced

surgeon eyed him hard changed colour sud-

denly and asked what he meant.

" I mean there's a fifth cabin passenger coming

on board," persisted Mr. Jolly, grinning from ear

to ear
" introduced by Mrs. Smallchild likely to

join us, I should say, towards evening size,

nothing to speak of sex, not known at present

manners and customs, probably squally."

"Do you really mean it?" asked the captain,

backing away, and turning paler and paler.

" Yes
;
I do," answered Mr. Jolly, nodding hard

at him.

" Then I'll tell you what," cried Captain Gillop,

suddenly flying into a violent passion, "I won't

have it ! the infernal weather has worried me out

of my life and soul already and I won't have it !

Put it off, Jolly tell her there isn't room enough

for that sort of thing on board my vessel. What

does she mean by taking us all in, in this way ?

Shameful! shametul!"
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" No ! no !" remonstrated Mr. Jolly.
" Don't

look at it in that light. It's her first child, poor

thing. How should she know ? Give her a little

more experience, and I dare say
"

" Where's her husband ?" broke in the captain,

with a threatening look.
"

I'll speak my mind to

her husband, at any rate."

Mr. Jolly consulted his watch before he an-

swered.

"
Half-past eleven," he said.

" Let me consider

a little. It's Mr. Smallchild's regular time just

now for squaring accounts with the sea. He'll

have done in a quarter of an hour. In five

minutes more, he'll be fast asleep. At one o'clock

he'll eat a hearty lunch, and go to sleep again. At

half-past two, he'll square accounts as before and

on, till night. You'll make nothing of Mr.

Smallchild, captain. Extraordinary man wastes

tissue, and repairs it again perpetually, in the most

astonishing manner. If we are another month at

sea, I believe we shall bring him into port totally

comatose. Hullo ! What do you want T
The steward's mate had approached the quarter-

deck while the doctor was speaking. Was it a
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curious coincidence ? This man also was grinning

from ear to ear, exactly like Mr. Jolly.

"You're wanted in the steerage, sir," said the-

steward's mate to the doctor.
"A woman taken

bad, name of Heavysides."
" Nonsense !" cried Mr. Jolly.

" Ha ! ha ! ha !-

You don't mean Eh ?"

" That's it, sir, sure enough," said the steward's

mate, in the most positive manner.

Captain Gillop looked all round him, in silent

desperation; lost his sea-legs for the first time,

these twenty years; staggered "back till he was

brought up all standing by the side of his own

vessel ;
dashed his fist on the bulwark, and found

language to express himself in at the same

moment.

" This ship is bewitched/' said the captain,,

wildly.
"
Stop !" he called out, recovering himself

a little, as the doctor bustled away to the steerage
"
Stop ! If it's true, Jolly, send her husband here

aft to me. Damme, I'll have it out with one of

the husbands !" said the captain, shaking his fisfc

viciously at the empty air.

Ten minutes passed ;
and then there came stag-
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gering towards the captain, tottering this way and

that with the rolling of the becalmed vessel, a long,

lean, melancholy, light-haired man, with a Eoman

nose, a watery blue eye, and a complexion profusely

spotted with large brown freckles. This was Simon

Heavysides, the intelligent carpenter, with the

wife and the family of seven small children on

board.

" Oh ! you're the man, are you ?" said the

captain.

The ship lurched heavily; and Simon Heavy-

sides staggered away wilh a run to the opposite

side of the deck, as if he preferred going straight

overboard into the sea, to answering the question.
" You're the man are you ?" repeated the cap-

tain, following him, seizing him by the collar, and

pinning him up fiercely against the bulwark.

"
It's your wife is it ? You infernal rascal !

.what do you mean by turning my ship into a

Lying-in-Hospital ? You have committed an act

of mutiny or, if it isn't mutiny, it's next door to

it. I've put a man in irons for less ! I've more

than half a mind to put you in irons ! Hold up,

yoU. slippery lubber! What do you mean by
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"bringing passengers I don't bargain for on board

my vessel ? What have you got to say for your-

self, before I clap the irons on you ?"

"Nothing, sir," answered Simon Heavysides,

accepting the captain's strong language without a

word of protest. "As for the punishment you

mentioned just now, sir," continued Simon,
" I

wish to say having seven children more than I

know how to provide for, and an eighth coming to

make things worse I respectfully wish to say, sir,

that my mind is in irons already: and I don't

know as it will make much difference if you put

my body in irons along with it."

The captain mechanically let go of the carpen-

ter's collar : the mild despair of the man melted

him in spite of himself.

" Why did you come to sea ? Why didn't you

wait ashore till it was all over ?" asked the captain,

as sternly as he could.

"It's no use waiting, sir," remarked Simon. "In

our line of life as soon as it's over, it begins again.

There's no end to it that I can see," said the

miserable carpenter, after a moment's meek con-

sideration
"
except the grave."
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" Who's talking about the grave ?" cried Mr.

Jolly, coming up at that moment. "
It's "births

we've got to do with on hoard this vessel not

burials. Captain, Gillop, this woman, Mrs. Heavy-

sides, can't be left in your crowded steerage in,

her present condition. She must be moved off

into one of the empty berths and the sooner

the better, I can tell you !"

The captain began to look savage again. A

steerage passenger in one of his
"
state-rooms,"

was a nautical anomaly subversive of all discipline.

He eyed the carpenter once more, as if he was

mentally measuring him for a set of irons.

" I'm very sorry, sir," Simon remarked, politely
"
very sorry that any inadvertence of mine or

Mrs. Heavysides
"

" Take your long carcase and your long tongue

forward !" thundered the captain.
" When talking

will mend matters, I'll send for you again. Give

your own orders, Jolly," he went on, resignedly, as

Simon staggered off.
" Turn the ship into a nur-

sery as soon as you like !"

Five minutes later so expeditious was Mr.

Jolly Mrs. Heavysides appeared horizontally on
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deck, shrouded in blankets, and supported by three

men. When this interesting procession passed

the captain, he shrank aside from it with as vivid

an appearance of horror as if a wild bull was being

carried by him, instead of a British matron.

The sleeping berths below opened on either side

out of the main cabin. On the left-hand side

(looking towards the ship's bowsprit) was Mrs.

Smallchild. On the right-hand side, opposite to

her, the doctor established Mrs. Heavysides. A
partition of canvas was next run up, entirely across

the main cabin. The smaller of the two tempo-

rary rooms thus made, lay nearest the stairs lead-

ing on deck, and was left free to the public. The

larger was kept sacred to the doctor and his mys-

teries. When an old clothes-basket, emptied,

cleaned, and comfortably lined with blankets (to

serve for a makeshift cradle), had been, in due

course of time, carried into the inner cabin, and had

been placed midway between the two sleeping-

berths, so as to be easily producible when wanted,

the outward and visible preparations of Mr. Jolly

were complete ;
the male passengers had all taken

refuge on deck
;
and the doctor and the stewardess
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were left in undisturbed possession of the lower

regions.

While it was still early in the afternoon, the

weather changed for the better. For once in a way,

the wind came from a fair quarter; and the Adven-

ture bowled along pleasantly before it almost on an

even keel Captain Gillop mixed with the little

group of male passengers on the quarter-deck, re-

stored to his sweetest temper, and set them his

customary example, after dinner, of smoking a

cigar.

"
If this fine weather lasts, gentlemen," he said,

" we shall make out very well with our meals up

here
;
and we shall have our two small extra cabin

passengers christened on dry land in a week's

time, if their mothers approve of it. How do you

feel in your mind, sir, about your good lady ?"

Mr. Smallchild (to whom the inquiry was

addressed) had his points of external personal

resemblance to Simon Heavysides. He was neither

so tall nor so lean certainly but he, too, had a

Roman nose, and light hair, and watery blue eyes.

With careful reference to his peculiar habits at

sea, he had been placed conveniently close to the
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bulwark, and had "been raised on a heap of old

sails and cushions, so that he could easily get hia

head over the ship's side when occasion required.

The food and drink which assisted in "restoring

his tissue/' when he was not asleep and not

"
squaring accounts with the sea," lay close to his

hand. It was then a little after three o'clock
; and

the snore with which Mr. Smallchild answered the

captain's inquiry showed that he had got round

again, with the regularity of clockwork, to the

period of the day when he recruited himself with

sleep.

" "What an insensible "blockhead that man is !"

said Mr. Sims, the middle-aged passenger ; looking

across the deck contemptuously at Mr. Smallchild.

" If the sea had the same effect on you that it

has on him," retorted the invalid passenger, Mr.

Purling, "you would he just as insensible yourself."

Mr. Purling (who was a man of sentiment) dis-

agreed with Mr. Sims (who was a man of business)

on every conceivable subject, all through the

voyage. Before, however, they could continue tho

dispute about Mr. Smallchild, the doctor surprised

them by appearing from the cabin.
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"
Any news from below, Jolly ?" asked the cap-

tain, anxiously.
" None whatever," answered the doctor.

"
I've

come to idle the afternoon away up here, along

with the rest of you."

As events turned out, Mr. Jolly idled away an

hour and a half exactly. At the end of that time,

Mrs. Drabble, the stewardess, appeared with a face

of mystery, and whispered nervously to the doctor :

" Please to step below directly, sir."

"- Which of them is it ?" asked Mr. Jolly.

"Both of them," answered Mrs. Drabble, em-

phatically.

The doctor looked grave ;
the stewardess looked

frighteuecL The two immediately disappeared

together.

"I suppose, "gentlemen," said Captain Gillop,

addressing Mr. Purling, Mr. Sims, and the first

mate, who had just joined the party ;

" I suppose

it's only fit and proper, in the turn things have

taken, to shake up Mr. Smallchild ? And I

don't doubt but what we ought to have the other

husband handy, as a sort of polite attention

under the circumstances. Pass the word for-
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ward there, for Simon Heavysides. Mr. Small-

child, sir I rouse up ! Here's your good lady

Hang me, gentlemen, if I know exactly how to

put it to him."

"
Yes. Thank you," said Mr. Smallchild, open-

ing his eyes drowsily.
" Biscuit and cold bacon,

as usual when I'm ready. I'm not ready yet.

Thank you. Good afternoon." Mr. Smallchild

closed his eyes again, and became, in the doc-

tor's phrase, "totally comatose."

Before Captain Gillop could hit on any new

plan for rousing this imperturbable passenger,

Simon Heavysides once more approached the

quarter-deck.
" I spoke a little sharp to you, just now, my

man," said the captain, "being worried in my
mind by what's going on on board this vessel.

But I'll make it up to you, never fear. Here's

your wife in what they call an interesting

situation. It's only right you should be within

easy hail of her. I look upon you, Heavysides,

as a steerage-passenger in difficulties; and I

freely give you leave to stop here along with

s till it's all over."
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"You are very good, sir," said Simon; "and I

am indeed thankful to you and to these gentlemen,

But, please to remember, I have seven children

already in the steerage and there's nobody left

to mind 'em but me. My wife has got over it

uncommonly well, sir, on seven previous occa-

sions and I don't doubt but what she'll con-

duct herself in a similar manner on the eighth.

It will be a satisfaction to her mind, Captain

Gillop and gentlemen, if she knows I'm out of

the way, and minding the children. For which

reason, I respectfully take my leave." With

those words, Simon made his bow, and returned

to his family.

"
Well, gentlemen, these two husbands take it

easy enough, at any rate !

"
said the captain.

" One of them is used to it, to be sure ; and the

other is
"

Here a banging of cabin doors below, and a

hurrying of footsteps, startled the speaker and his

audience into momentary silence and attention.

"Ease her with the helm, Williamson!" said

Captain Gillop, addressing the man who was

steering the vessel.
" In my opinion, gentlemen,

15
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the less the ship pitches the "better, in the turn

things are taking now."

The afternoon wore on into evening, and even-

ing into night.

Mr. Smallchild performed the daily ceremonies

of his nautical existence as punctually as usual.

He was aroused to a sense of Mrs. Smallchild's

situation when he took his "biscuit and bacon;

lost the sense again when the time came round

for
"
squaring his accounts

;

"
recovered it in the

interval which ensued before he wyent to sleep:

lost it again, as a matter of course, when his eyes

closed once more and so on through the evening

and early night. Simon Heavysides received

messages occasionally (through the captain's care),

telling him to keep his mind easy ;
returned

messages mentioning that his mind was easy, and

that the children were pretty quiet, but never

approached the deck in his own person. Mr.

Jolly now and then showed himself; said "All

right no news
;

"
took a little light refreshment,

and disappeared again, as cheerful as ever. The

fair breeze still held; the captain's temper re-

mained unruffled
\
the man at the helm eased the
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vessel, from time to time, with the most anxious

consideration. Ten o'clock came : the moon rose

and shone superbly; the nightly grog made its

appearance on the quarter-deck ; the captain gave

the passengers the benefit of his company; and

still nothing happened. Twenty minutes more of

suspense slowly succeeded each other and then,

at last, Mr. Jolly was seen suddenly to ascend

the cabin stairs.

To the amazement of the little group on the

quarter-deck, the doctor held Mrs. Drabble, the

stewardess, fast by the arm, and, without taking

the slightest notice of the captain or the passengers,

placed her on the nearest seat he could find. As

he did this, his face became visible in the moon-

light, and displayed to the startled spectators an

expression of blank consternation.

"Compose yourself, Mrs. Drabble," said the

doctor, in tones of unmistakable alarm. "Keep

quiet, and let the air blow over you. Collect

yourself, ma'am for Heaven's sake, collect your-

self!"

Mrs. Drabble made no answer. She beat her

152



228 THE FATAL CRADLE.

hands vacantly on her knees, and stared straight

before her, like a woman panic-stricken.
" What's wrong ?

"
asked the captain, setting

down his glass of grog in dismay.
"
Anything

amiss with those two unfortunate women ?
"

"Nothing,'' said the doctor. "Both doing ad-

mirably well."

"
Anything queer with their babies ?

"
continued

the captain.
" Are there more than you bargained

for, Jolly ? Twins, for instance ?
"

"No ! no !

"
replied Mr. Jolly, impatiently. "A

baby apiece both boys both in first-rate condi-

tion. Judge for yourselves," added the doctor, as

the two new cabin-passengers tried their lungs,

below, for the first time, and found that they

answered their purpose in the most satisfactory

manner.

"What the devil's amiss, then, with you and

Mrs. Drabble ?
"

persisted the captain, beginning

to lose his temper again.

" Mrs. Drabble and I are two innocent people,

and we have got into the most dreadful scrape-

that ever you heard of!
" was Mr. Jolly's startling

answer.
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The captain, followed by Mr. Purling and Mr.

Sims, approached the doctor with looks of horror.

Even the man at the wheel stretched himself over

ifc as far as he could to hear what was coming

next. The only uninterested person present was

Mr. Smallchild. His time had come round for

going to sleep again, and he was snoring peace-

fully, with his biscuit and bacon close beside him.

"
Let's hear the worst of it at once, Jolly," said

the captain, a little impatiently.

The doctor paid no heed to his request His

whole attention was absorbed by Mrs. Drabble

" Are you better now, ma'am ?
"

he asked,

anxiously.

" No better in my mind," answered Mrs. Drab-

ble, beginning to beat her knees again.
"
Worse,

if anything."
" Listen to me," said Mr. Jolly, coaxingly.

"
I'll

put the whole case over again to you, in a few

plain questions. You'll find it all come back to

your memory, if you only follow me attentively,

and if you take time to think and collect yourself

before you attempt to answer."

Mrs. Drabble bowed her head in speechless
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submission and listened. Everybody else on the

quarter-deck listened, except the impenetrable Mr.

Smallchild.

"
Now, ma'am !

"
said the doctor.

" Our troubles

began in Mrs. Heavysides' cabin, which is situated

on the starboard side of the ship ?
"

"
They did, sir," replied Mrs. Drabble.

" Good ! We went backwards and forwards,

an infinite number of times, between Mrs. Heavy-

sides (starboard) and Mrs. Smallchild (larboard)

but we found that Mrs. Heavysides, having got

the start, kept it and when I called out,
' Mrs.

Drabble ! here's a chopping boy for you : come

and take him !' I called out starboard, didn't I ?"

"Starboard, sir I'll take my oath of it," said

Mrs. Drabble.

"
Good, again !

' Here's a chopping boy,' I said.

' Take him, ma'am, and make him comfortable in

the cradle.' And you took him, and made him

comfortable in the cradle, accordingly ? Now,

where was the cradle ?
"

" In the main cabin, sir," replied Mrs. Drabble.

" Just so ! In the main cabin, because we

hadn't got room for it in either of the sleeping
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cabins. You put the starboard baby (otherwisi

Heavysidcs) in the clothes-basket cradle in the

main cabin. Good, once more. How was the

cradle placed ?
"

"
Crosswise to the ship, sir," said Mrs. Drabble.

" Crosswise to the ship ? Thot is to say, with

one side longwise towards the stern of the vessel,

and one side longwise towards the bows. Bear

that in mind and now follow me a little farther.

~No I no ! don't say you can't, and your head's in a

whirl. My next question will steady it. Carry

your mind on half an hour, Mrs. Drabble. At the

end of half an hour, you heard my voice again ;

and my voice called out ' Mrs. Drabble ! here's

another chopping boy for you : come and take

him!' and you came and took him larboard,

didn't you ?
"

"
Larboard, sir, I don't deny it," answered Mrs.

Drabble.

" Better and better !
* Here is another chopping

boy,' I said. 'Take him, ma'am, and make him

comfortable in the cradle, along with number one.'

And you took the larboard baby (otherwise Small-

child), and made him comfortable in the cradla
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along with the starboard baby (otherwise Heavy-

sides), accordingly ? Now, what happened aftei

that?"

" Don't ask me, sir !

"
exclaimed Mrs. Drabble,

losing her self-control, and wringing her hands

desperately.

"
Steady, ma'am ! I'll put it to you as plain as

print. Steady ! and listen to me. Just as you

had made the larboard baby comfortable, I had

occasion to send you into the starboard (or Heavy-

sides) cabin, to fetch something which I wanted

in the larboard (or Smallchild) cabin
;

I kept you

there a little while along with me
;
I left you, and

went into the Heavysides cabin, and called to you

to bring me something I wanted out of the Small-

child cabin, but before you got half-wTay across the

main cabin, I said
' No

; stop where you are, and

I'll come to you ;' immediately after which, Mrs.

Smallchild alarmed you, and you came across to

me of your own accord
; and, thereupon, I stopped

you in the main cabin, and said,
' Mrs. Drabble,

your mind's getting confused, sit down and collect

your scattered intellects ;' and you sat down, and

tried to collect them ?
"
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(" And couldn't, sir," interposed Mrs. Drabble,

parenthetically.
"
Oh, my head ! my head ! ")

" And tried to collect your scattered intellects

and couldn't ?
"

continued the doctor.
" And the

consequence was, when I came out from the

Smallchild cabin to see how you were getting on,

I found you with the clothes-basket cradle hoisted

up on the cabin table, staring down at the babies

inside, with your mouth dropped open and both

your hands twisted in your hair ? And when I

said,
'

Anything wrong with either of those two

fine boys, Mrs. Drabble ?
'

you caught me by the

coat-collar, and whispered in my right ear these

words :

' Lord save us and help us, Mr. Jolly, I've

confused the two babies in my mind, and I don't

know which is which !

' "

" And I don't know now !

"
cried Mrs. Drabble,

hysterically.
"
Oh, my head ! my head ! I don't

know now !

"

"
Captain Gillop and gentlemen," said Mr. Jolly,

wheeling round and addressing his audience with

the composure of sheer despair,
" that is the Scrape

and, it' you ever heard of a worse one, I'll
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trouble you to compose this miserable woman by

mentioning it immediately."

Captain Gillop looked at Mr. Purling and Mr.

Sims. Mr. Purling and Mr. Sims looked at

Captain Gillop. They were all three thunder-

struck and no wonder.

"Can't you throw any light on it, Jolly?"

inquired the captain, who was the first to recover

himself.

" If you knew what I have had to do below,

you wouldn't ask me such a question as that,"

replied the doctor.
" Ptemember that I have had

the lives of two women and two children to answer

for remember that I have been cramped up in

two small sleeping- cabins, with hardly room to

turn round in, and just light enough from two

miserable little lamps to see my hand before me

remember the professional difficulties of the situa-

tion, the ship rolling about under me all the while,

and the stewardess to compose into the bargain ;

bear all that in mind, will you, and then tell me

how much spare time I had on my hands for

comparing two boys together inch by inch two

boys born at night, within half an hour of each
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other, on board a ship at sea. Ha ! ha ! I only

wonder the mothers and the boys and the doctor

are all five of them alive to tell the story !

"

"No marks on one or other of them, that

happened to catch your eye ?
"
asked Mr. Sims.

"
They must have been strongish marks to catch

my eye in the light I had to work by, and in the

professional difficulties I had to grapple with,"

said the doctor.
" I saw they were both straight,

well-formed children and that's all I saw !

"

"Are their infant features sufficiently deve-

loped to indicate a family likeness ?
"

inquired

Mr. Purling.
" Should you say they took after

their fathers or their mothers ?
"

" Both of them have light eyes, and light hair

such as it is," replied Mr. Jolly, doggedly.

"Judge for yourself."

" Mr. Smallchild has light eyes and light hair,"

remarked Mr. Sims.

"And Simon Heavysides has light eyes and

light hair," rejoined Mr. Purling.

"I should recommend waking Mr. Smallchild,

and sending for Heavysides, and letting the two

fathers toss up for it," suggested Mr. Sims.
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" The parental feeling is not to be trifled with in

that heartless manner," retorted Mr. Purling.
"
I

should recommend trying the Voice of Nature."

" What may that be, sir ?" inquired Captain

Gillop, with great curiosity.

"The maternal instinct," replied Mr. Purling.

"The mother's intuitive knowledge of her own

child."

"
Ay, ay !" said the captain.

" "Well thought of.

What do you say, Jolly, to the Voice of Nature ?"

The doctor held up his hand impatiently. He

was engaged in resuming the effort to rouse Mrs.

Brabble's memory by a system of amateur cross-

examination, with the imsatisfactory result of con-

fusing her more hopelessly than ever.

Could she put the cradle back, in her own

mind, into its original position ? No. Could she

remember whether she laid the starboard baby

(otherwise Heavysides) on the side of the cradle

nearest the stern of the ship, or nearest the bows ?

No. Could she remember any better about the

larboard baby (otherwise Smallchild) ? No. Why
did she move the cradle on to the cabin table, and

*o bewilder herself additionally, when she was
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puzzled already ? Because it came over her, on a

sudden, that she had forgotten, in the dreadful

confusion of the time, which was which
; and of

course she wanted to look closer at them, and see
;

and she couldn't see
;
and to her dying day sho

should never forgive herself; and let them throw

her overboard, for a miserable wretch, if they

liked, and so on, till the persevering doctor was

wearied out at last, and gave up Mrs. Drabble,

and gave up, with her, the whole case.

"
I see nothing for it but the Voice of Nature,"

said the captain, holding fast to Mr. Puiiing's

idea.
"
Try it, Jolly you can but try it."

"
Something must be done," said the doctor.

"
I

can't leave the women alone any longer ;
and the

moment I get below they will both ask for their

babies. "Wait here, till you're fit to be seen, Mrs.

Drabble, and then follow me. Voice of Nature !'

added Mr. Jolly, contemptuously, as he descended

the cabin stairs.
" Oh yes, I'll try it much good

the Voice of Nature will do us, gentlemen. You

shall judge for yourselves."

Favoured by the night, Mr. Jolly cunningly

turned down the dim lamps in the sleeping cabins
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to a mere glimmer, on the pretext that the light

was bad for his patients' eyes. He then took up

the first of the two unlucky babies that came to

hand, marked the clothes in which it was wrapped

with a blot of ink, and carried it in to Mrs. Small-

child, choosing her cabin merely because he

happened to be nearest to it. The second baby

(distinguished by having no mark) was taken by

Mrs. Drabble to Mrs. Heavysides. For a certain

time, the two mothers and the two babies were

left together. They were then separated again

by medical order; and were afterwards reunited,

with the difference that the marked baby went on

this occasion to Mrs. Heavysides, and the un-

marked baby to Mrs. Smallchild the result, in

the obscurity of the sleeping cabins, proving to be

that one baby did just as well as the other, and

that the Voice of Nature was (as Mr. Jolly had

predicted) totally incompetent to settle the exist-

ing difficulty.

"While night serves us, Captain Gillop, wo

shall do very well," said the doctor, after he had

duly reported the failure of Mr. Purling's sug-

gested experiment. "But when morning comes
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and daylight shows the difference "between the

children, we must be prepared with a course of

some kind. If the two mothers, below, get the

. slightest suspicion of the case as it really stands,

the nervous shock of the discovery may do dread-

ful mischief. They must be kept deceived, in the

interests of their own health. We must choose a

baby for each of them when to-morrow comes,

and then hold to the choice, till the mothers are

well and up again. The question is, who's to take

the responsibility? I don't usually stick at

trifles but I candidly au nait that I'm afraid of it."

" I decline meddling in the matter, on tho

ground that I am a perfect stranger," said Mr.

Sims.

" And I object to interfere from precisely similar

motives," added Mr. Purling ; agreeing for the first

time with a proposition that emanated from his

natural enemy all through the voyage.

"Wait a minute, gentlemen," said Captain

Gillop.
"
I've got this difficult matter, as I think,

in its right bearings. We must make a clean

breast of it to the husbands, and let them tako

the responsibility."
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" I "believe they won't accept it," observed

Sims.

" And I believe they will," asserted Mr. Purling,

relapsing into his old habits.

"
If they won't," said the captain, firmly,

" I'm

master on board this ship and, as sure as my
name is Thomas Gillop, /'U take the responsi-

bility ?"

This courageous declaration settled all difficul-

ties for the time being ;
and a council was held to

decide on future proceedings. It was resolved to

remain passive, until the next morning, on the last

faint chance that a few hoars' sleep might compose

Mrs. Drabble's bewildered memory. The babies

were to be moved into the main cabin before the

daylight grew bright or, in other words, before

Mrs. Smallchild or Mrs. Heavysides could identify

the infant who had passed the night with her.

The doctor and the captain were to be assisted by

Mr. Purling, Mr. Sims, and the first mate, in the ca-

pacity of witnesses : and the assembly so constituted

was to meet, in consideration of the emergency of

the case, at six o'clock in the morning, punctually.

At six o'clock, accordingly, with the weather



THE FATAL CRADLE. 241

fine, and the wind still fair, the proceedings began

For the last time Mr. Jolly cross-examined Mrs.

Drabble, assisted by the captain, and supervised

by the witnesses. Nothing whatever was elicited

from the unfortunate stewardess. The doctor pro-

nounced her confusion to be chronic, and the

captain and the witnesses unanimously agreed

with him.

The next experiment tried was the revelation of

the true state of the case to the husbands.

Mr. Smallchild happened, on this occasion, to be

"
squaring his accounts

"
for the morning ;

and the

first articulate words which escaped him in reply

to the disclosure, were :
" Devilled biscuit and

anchovy paste." Further perseverance merely

elicited an impatient request that they would
"
pitch him overboard at once, and the two babies

along with him." Serious remonstrance was tried

next, with no better effect,
"
Settle it how you

like," said Mr. Smallchild, faintly. "Do you leave

it to me, sir, as commander of this vessel ?" asked

Captain Gillop. (No answer.)
" Nod your head,

sir, if you can't speak." Mr. Smallchild nodded

his head roundwise on his pillow and fell asleep.

16
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" Does that count for leave to me to act ?" asked

Captain Gillop of the witnesses. And the witnesses

answered, decidedly, "Yes."

The ceremony was then repeated with Simon

Heavysides, who responded, as became so intelli-

gent a man, with a proposal of his own for solving

the difficulty.

"
Captain Gillop and gentlemen," said the car-

penter, with fluent and melancholy politeness,
" I

should wish to consider Mr. Smallchild before

myself in this matter. I am quite willing to part

with my baby (whichever he is) ;
and I respect-

fully propose that Mr. Smallchild should take both.

the children, and so make quite sure that he has-

really got possession of his own son."

The only immediate objection to this ingenious

proposition was started by the doctor; who sar-

castically inquired of Simon "what he thought

Mrs. Heavysides would say to it ?" The carpenter

confessed that this consideration had escaped him ;

and that Mrs. Heavysides was only too likely to

te an irremovable obstacle in the way of the pro-

posed arrangement. The witnesses all thought so

too ; apfl Heavysides and his idea were dismissed
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together, after Simon had first gratefully expressed

his entire readiness to leave it all to the captain,

"Very well, gentlemen," said Captain Gillop.

" As commander on board, I reckon next after the

husbands in the matter of responsibility. I have

considered this difficulty in all its bearings and

I'm prepared to deal with it. The Voice of Nature

(which you proposed, Mr. Purling) has been found

to fail The tossing up for it (which you proposed,

Mr. Sims) doesn't square altogether with my
notions of what's right in a very serious business.

No, sir ! I've got my own plan ;
and I'm now

about to try it. Follow me "below, gentlemen, to

the steward's pantry."

The witnesses looked round on one another in

the profoundest astonishment and followed.

"Pickerel," said the captain, addressing the

steward,
"
bring out the scales."

The scales were of the ordinary kitchen sort,

with a tin tray, on one side, to hold the commodity

to be weighed, and a stout iron slab on the other,

to support the weights. Pickerel placed these

scales upon a neat little pantry table, fitted on the

"ball-and-socket principle, so as to save the break-
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ing of crockery "by swinging with the motion oi

the ship.

" Put a clean duster in the tray," said the cap-

tain.
"
Doctor," he continued, when this had

been done,
" shut the doors of the sleeping-berths

(for fear of the women hearing anything) ;
and

oblige me by bringing those two babies in

here."

"Oh, sir!" exclaimed Mrs. Drabble, who had

been peeping guiltily into the pantry
"
oh, don't

hurt the little dears ! If anybody suffers, let it

be me !"

" Hold your tongue, if you please, ma'am," said

the captain.
" And keep the secret of these pro-

ceedings, if you wish to keep your place. If the

ladies ask for their children, say they will have

them in ten minutes' time."

The doctor came in, and set down the clothes-

basket cradle on the pantry floor. Captain Gillop

'immediately put on his spectacles, and closely

examined the two unconscious innocents who lay

beneath him.

" Six of one, and half-a-dozen of the other," said

the captain.
" I don't see any difference between
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them. Wait a bit, though ! Yes, I do. One's a

bald baby. Very good. We'll begin with that

one. Doctor, strip the bald baby, and put him in

the scales."

The bald baby protested in his own language

but in vain. In two minutes he was flat on

his back in the tin tray, with the clean dustei

under him to take the chill off.

"Weigh him accurately, Pickerel," continued

the captain. "Weigh him, if necessary, to an

eighth of an ounce. Gentlemen ! watch this pro-

ceeding closely : it's a very important one."

While the steward was weighing and the

witnesses were watching, Captain Gillop asked his

first mate for the log-book of the ship, and for pen

and ink

" How much, Pickerel ?
"

asked the captain,

opening the book.

"Seven pounds, one ounce, and a quarter,"

answered the steward.

"
Eight, gentlemen ?

"
pursued the captain.

"
Quite right," said the witnesses.

"Bald child distinguished as Number One '

weight, seven pounds, one ounce, and a quarter
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(avoirdupois)," repeated the captain writing down

the entry in the log-book. "Very good. We'll

put the bald baby back now, doctor
;
and try the

hairy one next."

The hairy one protested also in his own lan-

guage and also in vain.

" How much, Pickerel ?
"
asked the captain.

"Six pounds, fourteen ounces, and three-

quarters," replied the steward.

"
Eight, gentlemen ?

"
inquired the captain.

"
Quite right," answered the witnesses.

"Hairy child distinguished as Number Two

weight, six pounds, fourteen ounces, and three-

quarters (avoirdupois)," repeated, and
. wrote, the

captain.
" Much obliged to you, Jolly that will

do. When you have got the other baby back in

the cradle, tell Mrs. Drabble neither of them must

be taken out o f it, till further orders
; and then be

so good as to join me and these gentlemen on

deck. If anything of a discussion rises up among

us, we won't run the risk of being heard in the

sleeping -berths." With these words Captain

Gillop led the way on deck, and the first mato

followed with the log-book and the pun and ink.
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"
Now, gentlemen," began the captain, when the

doctor had joined the assembly, "my first mate

will open these proceedings by reading from the

log a statement which I have written myself,

respecting this business, from beginning to end.

If you find it all equally correct with the state-

ment of what the two children weigh, I'll trouble

you to sign it, in your quality of witnesses, on the

spot."

The nrst mate read the narrative, and the

witnesses signed it, as perfectly correct. Captain,

Gillop then cleared his throat, and addressed his

expectant audience in these words :

"You'll all agree with me, gentlemen, that

justice is justice ;
and that like must to like.

Here's my ship of five hundred tons, fitted with

her spars accordingly. Say, she's a schooner of

a hundred and fifty tons, the veriest landsmen

among you, in that case, wouldn't put such masts

as these into her. Say, on the other hand, she's

an Incliaman of a thousand tons, would our spars

(excellent good sticks as they are, gentlemen)

be suitable for a vessel of that capacity ? Coiv

tauily not A schooner's spars t a schooner.
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and a ship's spars to a ship, in fit and fair pro-

portion."

Here the captain paused, to let the opening ol

his speech sink well into the minds of the audience.

The audience encouraged him with the parlia-

mentary cry of " Hear ! hear !

"
The captain went

on :

" In the serious difficulty which now besets us,,

gentlemen, I take my stand on the principle which

I have just stated to you. And my decision is as

follows : Let us give the heaviest of the two-

babies to the heaviest of the two women
;
and let

the lightest then fall, as a matter of course, to the

other. In a week's time, if this weather holds, we

shall all (please God) be in port ;
and if there's a

better way out of this mess than my way, the

parsons and lawyers ashore may find it, and

welcome."

With those words the captain closed his oration

and the assembled council immediately sanctioned

the proposal submitted to them, with all the

unanimity of men who had no idea of their owa

to set up in opposition.

Mr. Jolly was next requested (as the only
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available authority) to settle the question of

weight between Mrs. Smallchild and Mrs. Heavy-

sides, and decided it, without a moment's hesita-

tion, in favour of the carpenter's wife, on the

indisputable ground that she was the tallest and

stoutest woman of the two. Thereupon, the bald

baby,
"
distinguished as Number One," was taken

into Mrs. Heavysides' cabin
;
and the hairy baby,

"
distinguished as Number Two," was accorded to

Mrs. Smallchild
;
the Voice of Nature, neither in

the one case nor in the other, raising the slightest

objection to the captain's principle of distribution.

Before seven o'clock, Mr. Jolly reported that the

mothers and sons, larboard and starboard, were as

happy and comfortable as any four people on

board ship could possibly wish to be; and the

captain thereupon dismissed the council with these

parting remarks :

" We'll get the studding-sails on the ship now,

gentlemen, and make the best of our way to port.

Breakfast, Pickerel, in half-an-hour, and plenty of

it ! I doubt if that unfortunate Mrs. Drabble has

heard the last of this business yet. We must all

lend a hand, gentlemen, and pull her through if
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we can. In other respects, the job's over, so far

as we are concerned
;
and the parsons and lawyers

must settle it ashore."

The parsons and the lawyers did nothing of the

sort, for the plain reason that nothing was to be

done. In ten days the ship was in port, and the

news was broken to the two mothers. Each one

of the two adored her baby, after ten days' expe-

rience of it and each one of the two was in Mrs.

Brabble's condition of not knowing which was

which.

Every test was tried. First, the test by the

doctor, who only repeated what he
'

had told the

captain. Secondly, the test by personal resem-

blance
;
which failed in consequence of the light

hair, blue eyes, and Eoman noses, shared in com-

mon by the fathers, and the light hair, blue

eyes, and no noses worth mentioning, shared in

common by the children. Thirdly, the test of

Mrs. Drabble, which began and ended in fierce

talking on one side, and floods of tears on the

other. Fourthly, the test by legal decision,

which broke down through the total absence of
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any instructions for the law to act on. Fifthly,

and lastly, the test by appeal to the husbands,

which fell to the ground in consequence of the

husbands knowing nothing about the matter in

hand. The captain's barbarous test by weight

remained the test still and here am I, a man

of the lower order, without a penny to bless

myself with, in consequence.

Yes ! I was the bald baby of that memorable

period. My excess in weight settled my destiny

in life. The fathers and mothers on either side

kept the babies according to the captain's prin-

ciple of distribution, in despair of knowing what

else to do. Mr. Smallchild who was sharp

enough, when not sea-sick made his fortune.

Simon Heavysides persisted in increasing his

family, and died in the workhouse.

Judge for yourself (as Mr. Jolly might say) how

the two boys born at sea have fared in after-life.

I, the bald baby, have seen nothing of the hairy

baby for years past. He may be short, like Mr.

Smallchild but I happen to know that he is

wonderfully like Heavysides, deceased, in the face.

1 may be tall like the carpenter but I have the
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Smallchild eyes, hair, and expression, notwith-

standing. Make what you can of that ! You will

find it come in the end to the same thing. Small-

child, junior, prospers in the world, because he

weighed six pounds, fourteen ounces, and three-

quarters. Heavysides, junior, fails in the world,

because he weighed seven pounds, one ounce, and

a quarter. Such is destiny, and such is life. I'll

never forgive my destiny as long as I live. There

is my grievance. I wish you good morning.



A MAD MARRIAGE:

FOUNDED ON FACTS*





CHAPTER 1

ONE fine morning, more than three months since,

you were riding with your brother, Miss Anstell,

in Hyde Park. It was a hot day, and you had

allowed your horses to fall into a walking pace.

As you passed the railing on the right-hand side,

near the eastern extremity of the lake in the park,

neither you nor your brother noticed a solitary

woman loitering on the footpath to look at the

riders as they went by.

The solitary woman was my old nurse, Nancy

ConnelL And these were the words she heard

exchanged between you and your brother as you

slowly passed her :

Your brother said,
"
Is it true that Mary Brading

and her husband have gone to America ?"

You laughed, as if the question amused you,

and answered,
"
Quite true."
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" How long will they "be away ?" your brother

asked next.

"As long as they live," you answered, with

another laugh.

By this time you had passed beyond Kancy

Connell's hearing. She owns to having followed

your horses a few steps, to hear what was said

next. She looked particularly at your brother.

He took your reply seriously; he seemed to be

quite astonished by it.

" Leave England and settle in America !" he

exclaimed. "Why should they do that ?"

"Who can tell why ?" you answered. "
Mary

Brading's husband is mad, and Mary Brading

herself is not much better."

You touched your horse with the whip, and in

a moment more you and your brother were out of

my old nurse's hearing. She wrote and told me

what I here tell you, by a recent mail I have

been thinking of those last words of yours, in my
leisure hours, more seriously than you would

suppose. The end of it is that I take up my pen,

on behalf of my husband and myself, to tell you
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the story of our marriage, and the reason for our

emigration to the United States of America.

It matters little or nothing to him or to me

whether our friends in general think us both mad

or not. Their opinions, hostile or favourable, are

of no sort of importance to us. But you are an

exception to the rule. In bygone days at school

we were fast and firm friends
;
and what weighs

with me even more than this you were heartily

loved and admired by my dear mother. She

spoke of you tenderly on her death-bed. Events

have separated us of late years. But I cannot

forget the old times
;
and I cannot feel indifferent

to your opinion of me and ofmy husband, though an

ocean does separate us, and though we are never

likely to look on one another again. It is very

foolish of me, I daresay, to take seriously to heart

what you said in one of your thoughtless moments.

I can only plead in excuse that I have gone

through a great deal of suffering, and that I was

always (as you may remember) a person of sen-

sitive temperament, easily excited and easily

depressed.

Enough of this. Do me the last favour I shall

17
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ever ask of you. Eead what follows, and judge

for yourself whether my husband and I are quite

so mad as you were disposed to think us when

Nancy Connell heard you talking to your brother

ia Hyde Park.



CHAPTER II.

IT is now more than a year since I went to East-

bourne, on the coast of Sussex, with my father and

my brother James.

My brother had then, as we hoped, recovered

from the effects of a fall in the hunting-field. He

complained, however, at times, of pain in his head;

and the doctors advised us to try the sea air. We
removed to Eastbourne, without a suspicion of the

serious nature of the injury that he had received.

For a few days all went well. We liked the

place ;
the air agreed with us

;
and we determined

to prolong our residence for some weeks to come.

On our sixth day at the seaside a memorable

day to me, for reasons which you have still to

hear my brother complained again of the old

pain in his head. He and I went out together to

172
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try what exercise would do towards relieving him.

We walked through the town to the fort at one

end of it, and then followed a footpath running by

the side of the sea, over a dreary waste of shingle,

"bounded at its inland extremity by the road to

Hastings and by the marshy country beyond.

We had left the fort at some little distance

behind us. I was walking in front, and James

was following me. He was talking as quietly as

usual when he suddenly stopped in the middle of

a sentence. I turned round in surprise, and dis-

covered my brother prostrate on the path, in

convulsions terrible to see.

It was the first epileptic fit I 'had ever wit-

nessed. My presence of mind entirely deserted

me. I could only wring my hands in horror, and

scream for help. No one appeared either from the

direction of the fort, or of the high road. I was

too far off, I suppose, to make myself heard.

Looking ahead of me along the path, I discovered,

to my infinite relief, the figure of a man running

towards me. As he came nearer, I saw that he

was unmistakably a gentleman young, and eager

to be of service to me.
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"
Pray compose yourself," lie said, after a look

at my brother.
"
It is very dreadful to see, but it

is not dangerous. We must wait until the con-

vulsions are over, and then I can help you."

He seemed to know so much about it that I

thought he might be a medical man. I put the

question to him plainly.

He coloured, and looked a little confused.

" I am not a doctor," he said.
" I happen to

have seen persons afflicted with epilepsy; and I

have heard medical men say it is useless to inter-

fere until the fit is over. See !" he added. " Your

brother is quieter already. He will soon feel a

sense of relief which will more than compensate

him for what he has suffered. I will help him to

get to the fort, and, once there, we can send for a

carriage to take him home."

In five minutes more we were on our way to

the fort; the stranger supporting my brother as

attentively and tenderly as if he had been an old

friend. When the carriage had been obtained, he

insisted on accompanying us to our own door, on

the chance that his services might still be of some

use. He left us, asking permission to call and
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inquire after James's health the next day. A
more modest, gentle, and unassuming person I

never met with. He not only excited my -warmest

gratitude; he interested me at my first meeting,

with him.

I lay some stress on the impression which this

young man produced on me why, you will soon,

find out.

The next day the stranger paid his promised

visit of inquiry. His card, which he sent upstairs,

informed us that his name was Eoland Cameron.

My father who is not easily pleased took a

liking to him at once. His visit was prolonged,

at our request. He said just enough about himself

to satisfy us that we were receiving a person wha

was at least of equal rank with ourselves. Born

in England, of a Scotch family, he had lost both

his parents. Not long since, he had inherited a

fortune from one of his uncles. It struck us as a

little strange that he spoke of this fortune with a

marked change to melancholy in his voice and

his manner. The subject was, for some incon-

ceivable reason, evidently distasteful to him.

Hich as he was, he acknowledged that he led a
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Bimple and solitary life. He had little taste for

society, and no sympathies in common with the

average young men of his age. But he had his

own harmless pleasures and occupations ;
and past

oorrow and suffering had taught him not to expect

too much from life. All this was said modestly,

with a winning charm of look and voice which

indescribably attracted me. His personal ap-

pearance aided the favourable impression which

his manner and his conversation produced. He

was of the middle height, lightly and firmly built ;

his complexion pale ;
his hands and feet small and

finely shaped ;
his brown hair curling naturally ;

his eyes large and dark, with an occasional inde-

cision in their expression which was far from

being an objection to them, to my taste. It

seemed to harmonize with an occasional indecision

in his talk
; proceeding, as I was inclined to think,

from some passing confusion in his thoughts

which it always co'jt, him a little effort to discipline

and overcome. J /)es it surprise you to find how

closely I observe A a man who was only a chance

acquaintance, d 'i my first interview with him ? or

do your suspicions enlighten you, and do you say
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to yourself, She lias fallen in love with Mr.

Eoland Cameron at first sight ? I may plead in

my own defence, that I was not quite romantic

enough to go that length. But I own I waited

for his next visit with an impatience which was

new to me in my experience of my sober self.

And, worse still, when the day came, I changed

my dress three times, "before my newly-developed

vanity was satisfied with the picture which the

looking-glass presented to me of myself.

In a fortnight more, my father and my brother

began to look on the daily companionship of our

new friend as one of the settled institutions of

their lives. In a fortnight more, Mr. Eoland

Cameron and I though we neither of us ven-

tured to acknowledge it were as devotedly in

love with each other as two young people could

well be. Ah, what a delightful time it was ! and

how cruelly soon our happiness came to an end !

During the brief interval which I have just

described, I observed certain peculiarities in

Eoland Cameron's conduct, which perplexed and

troubled me when my mind was busy with ]iim in

my lonely moments.
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For instance, he was subject to the strangest

lapses into silence, when he and I were talking

together. At these times, his eyes assumed a

weary absent look, and his mind seemed to wander

away far from the conversation, and far from me.

He was perfectly unaware of his own infirmity; he

fell into it unconsciously, and came out of it uncon-

sciously. If I noticed that he had not "been

attending to me, or if I asked why he had been

silent, he was completely at a loss to comprehend

what I meant: I puzzled and distressed him.

What he was thinking of in these pauses of

silence, it was impossible to guess. His face, at

other times singularly mobile and expressive,

became almost a perfect blank. Had he suffered

some terrible shock, at some past period of his life ?

and had his mind never quite recovered it? I

longed to ask him the question, and yet I shrank

from doing it, I was so sadly afraid of distressing

him : or to put it in plainer words, I was so truly

and so tenderly fond of him.

Then, again, though he was ordinarily, I sin-

cerely believe, the most gentle and most loveable

of men; there were occasions when he would
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surprise me by violent outbreaks of temper, excited

by the merest trifles. A dog barking suddenly at

his heels, or a boy throwing stones in the road, or

an importunate shopkeeper trying to make him

purchase something that he did not want, would

throw him into a frenzy of rage which was, with-

out exaggeration, really frightful to see. He

always apologized for these outbreaks, in terms

which showed that he was sincerely ashamed of his

own violence. But he could never succeed in

controlling himself. The lapses into passion, like

the lapses into silence, took him into their own

possession, and did with him, for the time being,

just what they pleased.

One more example of his peculiarities, and I

have done. The strangeness of his conduct in

this case was noticed by my father and my
brother, as well as by me.

When Eoland was with us in the evening,

whether he came' to dinner or to tea, he invariably

left us exactly at nine o'clock. Try as we might

to persuade him to stay longer, he always politely

but positively refused. Even I had no influence

over him in this matter. When I pressed him to
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remain, though it cost him an effort, he still retired

exactly as the clock struck nine. He gave no

reason for this strange proceeding; he only said

that it was a habit of his, and begged us to indulge

him in it without asking for an explanation. My
father and my brother (being men) succeeded in

controlling their curiosity. For my part (being a

woman) every day that passed only made me more

and more eager to penetrate the mystery. I

privately resolved to choose my time, when Eoland

was in a particularly accessible humour, and then

to appeal to him for the explanation which he

had hitherto refused as a special favour to my-

self.

In two days more I found my opportunity.

Some friends of ours, who had joined us at

Eastbourne, proposed a pic-nic party to the famous

neighbouring cliff called Beachey Head. We

accepted the invitation. The day was lovely, and

the gipsy dinner was, as usual, infinitely preferable

(for once in a way) to a formal dinner indoors.

Towards evening, our little assembly separated into

parties of twos and threes to explore the neighbour-

hood, lioland and I found ourselves together, as a
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matter of course. We were happy, and -w e were

alone. "Was it the right or the wrong time to ask

the fatal question ? I am not able to decide ? I

only know that I asked it*
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CHAPTER IIL

" MR. CAMERON," I said, "will you make allowances

for a weak woman ? And will you tell me some-

thing that I am dying to know ?"

He walked straight into the trap, with that entire

absence of ready wit, or small suspicion (I leave

you to choose the right phrase), which is so much

like men, and so little like women.
" Of course I will," he answered.

"Then tell me," I asked, "why you always

insist on leaving us at nine o'clock ?"

He started, and looked at me so sadly, so

reproachfully, that I would have given everything

I possessed to recal the rash words which had just

passed my lips.

"
If I consent to tell you," he replied, after a

momentary struggle with himself, "will you let
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me put a question to you first, and will you pro*

inise to answer it ?"

I gave Mm my promise, and waited eagerly for

what was coming next.

" Miss Brading," he said,
"
tell me honestly do

you think I am mad ?"

It was impossible to laugh at him: he spoke

those strange words seriously sternly, I might

almost say.

"No such thought ever entered my head," I

answered.

He looked at me very earnestly.

" You say that, on your word of honour T
" On my word of honour."

I answered with perfect sincerity, and I evi-

dently satisfied him that I had spoken the truth.

He took my hand, and lifted it gratefully to his

lips.

" Thank you," he said simply.
" You encourage

me to tell you a very sad story."

" Your own story ?" I asked.

"My own story. Let me begin by telling you

why I persist in leaving your house always at the

same early hour. Whenever I go out, I am bound
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by a promise to the person with whom I am living

at Eastbourne, to return at a quarter past nine

o'clock."

"The person with whom you are living," I

repeated.
" You are living at a boarding-house, are

you not ?"

" I am living, Miss Brading, under the care of

a doctor who keeps an asylum for the insane. He

has taken a house for some of his wealthier

patients at the sea-side; and he allows me my
liberty in the daytime, on condition that I faith-

fully perform my promise at night. It is a quarter

of an hour's walk from your house to the doctor's,

and it is a rule that the patients retire at half-past

nine o'clock."

Here was the mystery which had so sorely per-

plexed me, revealed at last ! The disclosure liter-

ally struck me speechless. Unconsciously and

instinctively I drew back from him a few steps.

He fixed his sad eyes on me with a touching look

of entreaty.

" Don't shrink away from me," he said.
" You

don't think I am mad ?"

I was too confused and distressed to know what
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to say, and, at the same time, I was too fond ol

him not to answer that appeal. I took his hand

and pressed it in silence. He turned his head

aside for a moment. I thought I saw a tear on his

cheek. I felt his hand close tremblingly on mine.

Hs mastered himself with surprising resolution:

he spoke with perfect composure when he looked

at me again.

"Do you care to know my story," he asked,

"after what I have just told you ?"

" I am eager to hear it," I answered. " You

don't know how I feel for you. I am too distressed

to be able to express myself in words."

" You are the kindest and dearest of women !"

he said with the utmost fervour, and at the same

time with the utmost respect.

We sat down together in a grassy hollow of the

cliff, with our faces towards the grand grey sea.

The daylight was beginning to fade, as I heard tho

story which made me "Roland Cameron's
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CHAPTER IV.

* MY mother died when I was an infant in

arms," he began. "My father, from my earliest

to my latest recollections, was always hard towards

me. I have been told that I was an odd child,

with strange ways of my own. My father detested

anything that was strongly marked, anything out

of the ordinary way, in the characters and habits of

the persons about him. He himself lived (as the

phrase is) by line and rule
;
and he determined to

.make his son follow his example. I was subjected

to severe discipline at school, and I was carefully

watched afterwards at college. Looking back on

my early life, I can see no traces of happiness, I

can find no tokens of sympathy. Sad submission

to a hard destiny, weary wayfaring over unfriendly

38
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roads such is the story of my life, from ten years

old to twenty.
" I passed one autumn vacation at the Cumber-

land lakes and there I met by accident with a

young Trench lady. The result of that meeting

decided my whole after-life.

" She filled the position of nursery governess ia

the house of a wealthy Englishman. I had fre-

quent opportunities of seeing her. We took an

innocent pleasure in each other's society. Her

little experience of life was strangely like mine.

There was a perfect sympathy of thought and

feeling between us. We loved, or thought we-

loved. I was not twenty-one, and she was not

eighteen, when I asked her to be my wife.

"I can understand my folly now, and I can

laugh at it, or lament over it, as the humour moves

me. And yet, I can't help pitying myself, when

I look back at myself at that time I was so

young, so hungry for a little sympathy, so weary

of my empty friendless life. Well ! everything is

comparative in this world. I was soon to regret,

bitterly to regret, that friendless life wretched as

it
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" The poor girl's employer discovered our attach-

ment, through his wife. He at once communicated

with my father.

" My father had but one word to say he in-

sisted on my going abroad, and leaving it to him to

release me from my absurd engagement, in my
absence. I answered him that I should be of age

in a few months, and that I was determined to

marry the girl. He gave me three days to recon-

sider that resolution. I held to my resolution.

In a week afterwards I was declared insane by two

medical men
;
and I was placed by my father in

a lunatic asylum.

"Was it an act of insanity for the son of a

gentleman, with great expectations before him, to

propose marriage to a nursery governess ? I

declare, as Heaven is my witness, I know of no

other act of mine which could justify my father, and

justify the doctors, in placing me under restraint.

"I was three years in that asylum. It was

officially reported that the air did iot> agree with

me. I was removed, for two years more, to

another asylum in a remote part of England. Fo

the five best years of my life I have been herded

IS 2



276 A MAD MARRIAGE.

with madmen and my reason has survived ik

The impression I produce on you, on your father,

on your brother, on all our friends at this pic-nic,

is that I am as reasonable as the rest of my
fellow-creatures. Am I rushing to a hasty con-

clusion, when I assert myself to be now, and

always to have been, a sane man ?

" At the end of my five years of arbitrary im-

prisonment in a free country, happily for me I

am ashamed to say it, but I must speak the truth

happily for me, my merciless father died. His

trustees, to whom I was now consigned, felt some

pity for me. They could not take the responsibility

of granting me my freedom. But they placed me
under the care of a surgeon, who received me into

his private residence, and who allowed me free

exercise in the open air.

" A year's trial of this new mode of life satisfied

the surgeon, and satisfied everyone else who took

the smallest interest in me, that I was perfectly

fit to enjoy my liberty. I was freed from all

restraint, and was permitted to reside with a near

relative of mine, in that very Lake country which

had been the scene of my fatal meeting with the

French girl, six years before."
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"I LIVED happily in the house of my relative,

satisfied with the ordinary pursuits of a country

gentleman. Time had long since cured me of my
boyish infatuation for the nursery governess. I

could revisit with perfect composure the paths

along which we had walked, the lake on which we

had sailed together. Hearing by chance that she

was married in her own country, I could wish her

all possible happiness, with the sober kindness of

a disinterested friend. What a strange thread of

irony runs through the texture of the simplest

human life ! The early love for which I had

sacrificed and suffered so much, was now revealed

to me in its true colours, as a boy's passing fancy

nothing more !

" Three years of peaceful freedom passed ;
free-
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dom which, on the uncontradicted testimony of

respectable witnesses, I never abused. "Well, that

long and happy interval, like all intervals, came

to its end and then the great misfortune of my
life fell upon me. One of my uncles died, and

left me inheritor of his whole fortune. I, alone,

to the exclusion of the other heirs, now received,

not only the large income derived from the estates,

but seventy thousand pounds in ready money as

well

" The vile calumny which had asserted me to

be mad, was now revived by the wretches who

were interested in stepping between me and my
inheritance. A year ago, I was sent back to the

asylum in which I had been last imprisoned. The

pretence for confining me was found in an ' act of

violence
'

(as it was called), which I had committed

in a momentary outbreak of anger, and which it

was acknowledged had led to no serious results.

Having got me into the asylum, the conspirators

proceeded to complete their work. A Commission

in Lunacy was issued against me. It was held by

one Commissioner, without a jury, and without

the presence of a lawyer to assert my interests.
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fcy one man's decision I was declared to "be of un-

sound mind. The custody of my person, as well

as the management of my estates, was confided to

men chosen from among the conspirators who had

declared me to be mad. I am here through the

favour of the proprietor of the asylum, who has

given me my holiday at the seaside, and who

humanely trusts me with my liberty, as you see.

At barely thirty years old, I am refused the free

use of my money and the free management of my
affairs. At barely thirty years old, I am officially

declared to be a lunatic for life '"



CHAPTER VI.

HE paused ;
his head sank on his breast

;
his story

was told.

I have repeated his words as nearly as I can

remember them; but I can give no idea of the

modest and touching resignation with which he

spoke. To say that I pitied him with my whole

heart, is to say nothing. I loved him with my
whole heart and I may acknowledge it, now !

"
Oh, Mr. Cameron," I said, as soon as I could

trust myself to speak, "can nothing be done to

help you ? Is there no hope ?"

" There is always hope," he answered, without

raising his head. "I have to thank you, Miss

Erading, for teaching me that."

" To thank me ?" I repeated.
" How have I

taught you to hope ?"
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" You have brightened my dreary life. When

I am with you, all my bitter remembrances lea*e

me. I am a happy man again ;
and a happy man

can always hope. I dream now of finding what

I have never yet had a dear and devoted friend,

who will rouse the energy that has sunk in me

under the martyrdom that I have endured. Why
do I submit to the loss of my rights and my

liberty, without an effort to recover them ? I was

alone in the world, until I met with you. I had

no kind hand to raise me, no kind voice to en-

courage me. Shall I ever find the hand ? Shall

I ever hear the voice ? When I am with you, the

hope that you have taught me answers, Yes.

When I am by myself, the old despair comes back,

and says, No."

He lifted his head for the first time. If I had

not understood what his words meant, his look

would have enlightened me. The tears came into

my eyes ; my heart heaved and fluttered wildly ;

my hands mechanically tore up and scattered the

grass round me. The silence became unendurable.

I spoke, hardly knowing what I was saying ;
tear-

ing faster and faster at the poor harmless grass, as
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if my whole business in life was to pull up tho

greatest quantity in the shortest possible space of

time!

"We have only known each other a little while,"

I said
;

" and a woman is but a weak ally in such

a terrible position as yours. But useless as I

may be, count on me, now and always, as your

friend
"

He moved close to me before I could say more,

and took my hand. He murmured in my ear,

"
May I count on you, one day, as the nearest

and dearest friend of all ? Will you forgive me,

Mary, if I own that I love you ? You have

taught me to love, as you have taught me to hope.

It is in your power to lighten my hard lot. You

can recompense me for all that I have suffered ;

you can rouse me to struggle for my freedom and

my rights. Be the good angel of my life ! Forgive

me, love me, rescue me be my wife !"

I don't know how it happened. I found my-

self in his arms and I answered him in a kiss.

Taking all the circumstances into consideration, I

dare say I was guilty, in accepting him, of the
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rashest act that ever a woman committed. Very

good. I didn't care then I don't care now. I

was then, and I am now, the happiest woman

living.
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CHAPTEE YIL

IT was necessary that either he or I should tell my
father of what had passed between us. On re-

flection, I thought it best that I should make the

disclosure. The day after the pic-nic, I repeated

to my father Eoland's melancholy narrative, as a

necessary preface to the announcement that I had

promised to be Eoland's wife.

My father saw the obvious objection to the

marriage. He warned me of the imprudence which

I contemplated committing, in the strongest terms.

Our prospect of happiness, if we married, would

depend entirely on our capacity to legally super-

sede the proceedings of the Lunacy Commission.

Success in this arduous undertaking was, to say

the least of it, uncertain. The co'mmonest pru-

dence pointed to the propriety of delaying our
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union until the doubtful experiment had been put

to the proof.

This reasoning was unanswerable. It was, never-

theless, completely thrown away upon me.

When did a woman in love ever listen to reason ?

I believe there is no instance of it on record. My
father's wise words of caution had no chance

against Roland's fervent entreaties. The days of

his residence at Eastbourne were drawing to a

close. If I let him return to the asylum an un-

married man, months, years perhaps, might pass

before our union could take place. Could I expect

him, could I expect any man, to endure that cruel

separation, that unrelieved suspense ? His mind

had been sorely tried already ;
his mind might give

way under it. These were the arguments that

carried weight with them, in my judgment! I

was of age, and free to act as I pleased. You are

welcome, if you like, to consider me the most fool-

ish and the most obstinate of women. In sixteen

days from the date of the pic-nic, Eoland and I

were privately married at Eastbourne.

My father more grieved than angry, poor man
declined to be present at the ceremony ;

in jus-
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tice to himself. My "brother gave me away at the

altar.

Eoland and I spent the afternoon of the wedding-

day, and the earlier part of the evening, together.

At nine o'clock he returned to the doctor's house,

exactly as usual
; having previously explained to

me that he was in the power of the Court of Chan-

cery, and that until we succeeded in setting aside

the proceedings of the Lunacy Commission, there

was a serious necessity for keeping the marriage

strictly secret. My husband and I kissed, and

said good-Lye till to-morrow, as the clock struck

the hour. I little thought, while I looked after

him from the street door, that months on months

were to pass "before I saw Eoland again.

A hurried note from my husband reached me

the next morning. Our marriage had been dis-

covered (we never could tell by whom), and we had

been betrayed to the doctor. Eoland was then on

his way back to the asylum. He had been warned

that force would be used if he resisted. Knowing

that resistance would be interpreted, in his case, as

a new outbreak of madness, he had wisely sub-

mitted.
" I have made the sacrifice," the letter
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concluded,
"
it is now for you to help rne. Attack

the Commission in Lunacy, and be quick about it !"

We lost no time in preparing for the attack On

the day when I received the news of our misfor-

tune, we left Eastbourne for London, and at onco

took measures to obtain the best legal advice.

My dear father though I was far from deserv-

ing his kindness entered into the matter heart

and soul In due course of time, we presented a

petition to the Lord Chancellor, praying that the

decision of the Lunacy Commission might be set

iside.

"We supported our petition by quoting the evi-

dence of Koland's friends and neighbours, during

his three years' residence in the Lake country, as a

free man. These worthy people (being summoned

before the Lunacy Commission) had one and all

agreed that he was, as to their judgment and ex-

perience, perfectly quiet, harmless, and sane. Many
of them had gone out shooting with him. Others

had often accompanied Mm in sailing excursions

on the lake. Do people trust a madman with

a gun, and with the management of a boat ?

As to the "act of violence," which the heirs-at-
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law and the next-of-kin had made the means of

imprisoning Eoland in the mad-house, it amounted

to this. He had lost his temper, and had knocked

a man down who had offended him. Very wrong,

no doubt "but if that is a proof of madness, what

thousands of lunatics are still at large ! Another

instance produced to prove his insanity was still

more aLsurd. It was solemnly declared that he

put an image of the Virgin Mary in his boat,

when he went out on his sailing excursions ! I

have seen the image it was a very beautiful

work of art. Was Eoland mad to admire it,

and take it with him ? His religious convictions

leaned towards Catholicism. If he betrayed in-

sanity in adorning his boat with an image of

the Virgin Mary, what is the mental condition

of most of the ladies in Christendom who wear

the Cross as an ornament round their necks ?

"We advanced these arguments in our petition,

after quoting the evidence of the witnesses. And

more than this, we even went the length of ad-

mitting, as an act of respect towards the Court,

that my poor husband might be eccentric in some

of his opinions and habits. But we put it to the
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authorities, whether better results might not be

expected from placing him under the care of a

wife who loved him, and whom he loved, than

from shutting him up in an asylum, among in-

curable madmen, as his companions for life.

Such was our petition, so far as I am able to

describe it.

The decision rested with the Lords Justices.

They decided against us.

Turning a deaf ear to our witnesses and our

arguments, these merciless lawyers declared that

the doctor's individual assertion of my husband's

insanity was enough for them. They considered

Roland's comfort to be sufficiently provided for in

the asylum with an allowance of seven hundred

pounds a year and to the asylum they consigned

him for the rest of his days.

So far as I was concerned, the result of this in-

famous judgment was to deprive me of the position

of Eoland's wife
;
no lunatic being capable of con-

tracting marriage by law. So far as my husband

was concerned, the result may be best stated in

the language of a popular newspaper, which pub-

lished an article on the case.
"
It is possible

"

19
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(said the article I wish I could personally thank

the man who wrote it
!)

"
for the Court of Chancery

to take a man who has a large fortune, and is iu

the prime of life, but is a little touched in the

head, and make a monk of him, and then report to

itself that the comfort and happiness of the lunatic

have been effectually provided for at the expendi-

ture of seven hundred pounds a year."

Koland was determined, however, that they

should not make a monk of him and, you may

rely upon it, so was I !

But one alternative was left to us. The authority

of the Court of Chancery (within its jurisdiction)

is the most despotic authority on the face of the

earth. Our one hope was in taking to flight. The

price of our liberty, as citizens of England, was

exile from our native country, and the entire

abandonment of Eoland's fortune. "We accepted

those hard conditions. Hospitable America offered

us a refuge, beyond the reach of mad-doctors and

Lords Justices. To hospitable America our hearts

turned, as to our second country. The serious

question was how were we to get there ?

We had attempted to correspond, and had failed.
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Our letters had been discovered and seized by the

proprietor of the asylum. Fortunately we had

taken the precaution of writing in a "
cypher

"
01

Roland's invention, which he had taught me before

our marriage. Though our letters were illegible,

our purpose was suspected, as a matter of course
;

and a watch was kept on my husband night and

day.

Foiled in our first effort at making arrangements

secretly for our flight, we continued our correspon-

dence (still in cypher) by means of advertisement

in the newspapers. This second attempt was dis-

covered in its turn. Eoland was refused permission

to subscribe to the newspapers, and was forbidden

to enter the reading-room at the asylum. These

tyrannical prohibitions came too late. Our plans

had already been communicated; we understood

each other, and we had now only to bide our time.

We had arranged that my brother and a friend of

his, on whose discretion we could thoroughly rely,

should take it in turns to watch every evening, for

a given time, at an appointed meeting-place, three

miles distant from the asylum. The spot had been

carefully chosen. It was on the bank of a lonely

192
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stream, and close to the outskirts of a thick wood

A waterproof knapsack, containing a change of

clothes, a false beard and wig, and some biscuits

and preserved meat, was hidden in a hollow tree.

My brother and his friend always took theii

fishing-rods with them, and presented themselves

as engaged in the innocent occupation of angling

to any chance strangers who might pass within

sight of them. On one occasion the proprietor of

the asylum himself rode by my brother, on the

opposite bank of the stream, and asked politely if

he had had good sport !

Tor a fortnight these staunch allies of ours relieved

each other regularly on their watch and no signs

of the fugitive appeared. On the fifteenth evening

just as the twilight was changing into night, and

just as my brother (whose turn it was) had decided

on leaving the place, Roland suddenly joined him

on the bank of the stream.

Without wasting a moment in words, the two at

once entered the wood, and took the knapsack

from its place of shelter in the hollow tree. In ten

minutes more my husband was dressed in a suit of

workmen's clothes, and was further disguised iu the
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tvig and beard. The two then set forth down the

course of the stream, keeping in the shadow of the

wood until the night had fallen and the darkness

hid them. The night was cloudy; there was no

moon. After walking two miles or a little more,

they altered their course, and made for the high-

road to Manchester
; entering on it at a point some

thirty miles distant from the city.

On their way from the wood, Eoland described

the manner in which he had effected his escape.

The story was simple enough. He had assumed

to be suffering from nervous illness, and had

requested to have his meals in his own room. For

the first fortnight, the two men appointed to wait

upon him in succession, week by week, were both

more than his match in strength. The third man

employed, at the beginning of the third week, was

physically a less formidable person than his pre-

decessors. Seeing this, Eoland decided, when

evening came, on committing another "act of

violence." In plain words, he sprang upon the

keeper waiting on him in his room, and gagged and

bound the man.

This done, he laid the unlucky keeper, face to
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the wall, on his own bed, covered with his own

cloak, so that any one entering the room might

suppose he was lying down to rest. He had pre-

viously taken the precaution to remove the sheets

from the bed, and he had now only to tie them

together to escape by the window of his room,

situated on the upper floor of the house. The sun

was setting, and the inmates of the asylum were

then at tea. After narrowly missing discovery

by one of the labourers employed in the grounds,

he had climbed the garden enclosure, and had

dropped on the other side a free man !

Arrived on the high-road to Manchester, my
husband and my brother parted.

Eoland, who was an excellent walker, set forth

on his way to Manchester on foot. He had food

in his knapsack, and he proposed to walk some

twelve or fifteen miles on the road to the city,

before he stopped at any town or village to rest.

My brother, who was physically unable to accom-

pany him, returned to the place in which I was

then residing, to tell me the good news.

By the first train the next morning I travelled

to Manchester, and took a lodging in a suburb ol
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the city known to my husband as well as to me.

A prim, smoky little square was situated in the im-

mediate neighbourhood ;
and we had arranged that

whichever of us first arrived in Manchester should

go round that square, between twelve and one

in the afternoon, and between six and seven in the

evening. In the evening I kept my appointment.

A dusty, foot-sore man, in shabby clothes, with a

hideous beard, and a knapsack on his back, met me

at my first walk round. He smiled as I looked at

him. Ah! I knew that smile through all disguises.

In spite of the Court of Chancery and the Lords

Justices, I was in my husband's arms once more.

We lived quietly in our retreat for a month.

During that time (as I heard by letters from my

brother) nothing that money and cunning could do

towards discovering Eoland was left untried by the

proprietor of the asylum, and by the persons acting

with him. But where is the cunning which can

trace a man who, escaping at night in disguise, has

not trusted himself to a railway or a carriage, and

who takes refuge in a great city in which he has

no friends ? At the end of our month in Man-

chester we travelled northward, crossed the Chan-
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rid to Ireland, and passed a pleasant fortnight in

Dublin. Leaving this again, we made our way to

Cork and Queenstown, and embarked from that

latter place (among a crowd of steerage passengers)

in a steam- ship for America.

My story is told. I am writing these lines from

a farm in the west of the United States. Our

neighbours, may be homely enough; but the

roughest of them is kinder to us than a mad-doctor

ur a Lord Justice. Eoland is happy in those

agricultural pursuits which have always been

favourite with him
;
and I am happy with Eoland.

Our sole resources consist of my humble little for-

tune, inherited from my dear mother. After

deducting our travelling expenses, the sum total

amounts to between seven and eight hundred

pounds ;
and this, as we find, is amply sufficient to

start us well in the new life that we have chosen.

We expect my father and my brother to pay us a

visit next summer
;
and I think it is just possible

that they may find our family circle increased by

the presence of a new member in long clothes.

Are there no compensations here for exile from

England and the loss of a fortune ? We think
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there are ! But then, my dear Miss Anstell,

"Mary Brading's husband is mad, and Mary

Brading herself is not much better."

If you feel inclined to alter this opinion, and if

you remember our old days at school as tenderly

as I remember them, write and tell me so. Your

letter will be forwarded, if you send it to the

enclosed address at New York.

In the meantime, the moral of our story seems

to be worth serious consideration. A certain Eng-

lishman legally inherits a large fortune. At the time

of his inheritance, he has been living as a free man

for three years without once abusing his freedom,

and with the express sanction of the medical

superintendent who has had experience and charge

of him. His next-of-kin and his heirs-at-law (who

are left out of the fortune) look with covetous eyes

at the money, and determine to get the manage-

ment and the ultimate possession of it. Assisted

by a doctor, whose honesty and capacity must be

taken on trust, these interested persons, in this

nineteenth century of progress, can lawfully

uipr. son their relative for life, ic country which
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calls itself free, and which declares that its justice

is equally administered to all alike.

NOTE. ihe reader is informed that this story is

founded, in all essential particulars, on a case which

actually occurred in England, eight years since. W.C.

TEH EXT).
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